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LETTERS FROM AFRICA, 
By Don Signor Travideani, or Aviero, to Canova, the Sculptor. 


FROM THE ITALIAN, 
Palmyra 17th December, 1818. * 

MakinG a short stay at Grand Cairo, I embarked in the neigh- 
bourhood of Babylonia ; and turning away from Khodes, proud of 
its Nilometer, I found running upwards, Cimopolis, and the city 
that calls to remembrance the depraved licentiousness of Adrian, 
the Lower Abydos, Lycopolis, and many other places not men- 
tioned with us. 

The picturesque prospect of a thousand cavities called to my 
mind the anchorites of Thebes. 

Following the well-employed journey, I observed Abotis, Arro- 
topholis, and Tentea, where, in the temple of Isis, I tasted, with 
wonder, the Egyptian learning ; and, turning towards the opposite 
shore, I passed by Coenas, and Apollinopolis Minor ; reviewing 
near thereto the city of the Hundred Gates. 

Here is Carnak with its boundless walks of sphinxes, the Pro- 
pylceon, porticoes of granite, the courts, the squares, and the tem- 
ple, with eighteen ranks of columns hieroglyphically sculptured, 
the circumference of which seven men hardly span with their arms. 

Luxor, with its obelisks and innumerable colonnades. 

Behold Medinet Abu covered with endless ruins, and with the 
monstrous colossus that saluted the appearance of the king of the 
stars, and still shadows the Theban plain. 
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Follow and behold Kowm, where the seat of Memnon makes a 
rich display ; and the bright image of the great Sesostris. 

But the tombs of these subterranean abodes, that which an Itali- 
an (Giovanni Belzoni,) opened last year, under the auspices of Mr. 
Salt, consul-general of England, in Egypt, excites a doubt whe- 
ther they are the production of a mortal hand. 

The interior is entered through an ample gate, where a path, 
with walls beautifully sculptured, leads to galleries still more beau- 
tiful, by the side of which are the royal rooms, which preserve in 
diffuse painting the Egyptian mysteries, and the differentnations first 
known. The sanctuary of Isis captivates both the eye and the mind. 

Then acatacomb of alabaster, adorned with hieroglyphics, both 
externelly and internally, rises in the centre of the greater wing, 
which aione might enrich and give reputation toa museum. Why 
were not you with me in that hour when I found in the great 
Thebes the whole world ? 

Having so good a motive, I directed to you from thence a let- 
ter. Tearing myself away, as it were, by force, from the divine 
Hecatompylos, I passed Armuntis, Crocodilopolis, Latopolis, and 
Apollinopolis Major, saluting afterwards, amongstits pleasing hills, 
the remote Syene. 

Having visited the temples of that frontier, and the well that was 
the looking-glass of the Sun, and the Elephantine Island, the 
abode of Emefet, I joined the illustrious party of my Lord Bel- 
more, intent upon visiting Nubia; and, having passed the last cat- 
aract, improperly called the first, the caves of granite, and the 
sumptuous edifices of Philog, &c. reached Sieg Ibsambal, the an- 
cient Abcceis, abandoned to Petronius by tlie unfortunate Candace, 
and where is still the best monument of Ethiopia, re-opened by 
order of Mr. Salt, by our Belzoni, and by us another time when the 
Nisis had covered it with sand. The name of Mr. Salt is dear to 
the republic of the literati, and to amateurs of travels, by calling 
to their remembrance the interesting accounts of Abyssinia. 

From Ibsambal, passing over to Ischiet, we met Daud Kas- 
chef, one of the seventy children of Hassan, who received us with 
an agreeable politeness, under a canopy of palms, in a field. Oh! 
if you had seen how different from our own are the customs of the 
people of ‘Nubia. 

Here Captain Correy, brother of Lord Belmore, and myself, were 
seized with the desire of passing the penultimate cataract, in order 
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to arrive by the way of Senaar at the pleasant island of Meroe, 
which is the Saba conquered by Moses before the high mission, 
when, under the name of Sontifanti, he engaged high credit at the 
court of Pharaoh. 

We were full of this project, when some people of the pro- 
vinces, subject to the Grand Negus, told us, that the Mamelukes 
confined in Dongola by the brave Mahomet Ali, vehemently sus- 
pected all those who came from Egypt; wherefore we retroced- 
ed, and, on the 26th of Dec. 1817, I cut in the name of Jiias and 
My own, upon the highest top of the cataracts of Nubia. 

That river which fertilizes so many kingdoms, and makes them 
fruitful, is here divided into millions of various streams, which, 
gushing out from amongst the stones, and folding into heaps of 
flowers, form to the eye a spectacle not elsewhere known in na- 
ture. 

Having found under the torrid Zone the scites of the ancient 
Phthuris, Assciga, Yicroseia, Corthes, Pselchas, Thutzis, Talmis, 
Taphis, and Thitzi, and having returned to Syene, and soon di- 
rected my steps towards Ombos Sacra, to Crocodile, to Suilithia, 
Anubis, to Koptos, the friend of the maritime Berenice, and which 
experienced all the rigour of Diocletian, to Dioscopolis Minor, 
Abydos Major, which preserves considerable remains of the tem- 
ple of Osiris, to Panopolis Antinopolis, Hermapolis, Magna, Ta- 
nis Superior, and to Osirineus in Siut, where I met with the French 
traveller, Count Forbin. 

Spending some time in Radamore, where is a distillery of rum, 
and a sugar vas. under the direction of the hospitable Mr. 
Brine, I went down to the pyramids of Saccara, and by the plain of 
Memphis, to those of Ghizeh, where I found M. Belzoni anxious 
to penetrate into the second of those heaps, thought to be of Ce- 
phrenus. Knowing his intelligence, I endeavoured only to ani- 
mate him still more to the undertaking, and after a stay of some 
days, we traversed a place which had been inaccessible for many 
generations ; and I know not how to express my feelings at wan- 
dering amongst those cavaties. 

A very long-inclined galiery, entirely of fine and massy granite ; 
a passage at the end so narrow, that a man bending horizontally 
can hardly enter; then a horizontal gallery, which looks into the 
hall where is the tomb worn away ; a perpendicular gallery, some- 
what inclined, with a room on the left side of the passage ; various 
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collections of saline productions figured upon the walls ; nume- 
rous inscriptions; and, finally, crosses drawn upon these same 
walls ;—this is what we saw. 

Emerging from this delirium to the light, I wished to ascend the 
highest pyramid, and arrived at the top; I appeared to touch the 
stars: I remained there the whole night, which was the best of 
my life. Forty centuries had been silent under my feet, whilst I 
was pondering on the cause and effects of the creation. 

The following morning the rising Sun illumined me, which 
shone with a pomp never dreamt of either by painter or by poet. 

From this place I wrote to you, to Dionigi, Morghen, Bartolo- 
mei, Pindemonte, Morichini, Ferroni, Vacea, Scarpellini, Camel- 
lieri, Delfico, to the Cardinal Gonzalvi, to the Chevalier Fossom- 
broni, and to other lights and souls of my country. 

Ihave scarcely mentioned to you the celebrated woman of Miz- 
raim ; she has been a prey to all the scourges of time, so that we 
can only write upon her remains, “ there was Memphis.” 

Turning from the pyramids, I entered into Grand Cairo, and 
thence down to Alexandria, in order to expedite to you the plan 


of my researches: for you and the Regent of England were the 
first to second my efforts. 


During the above mentioned period, I went to pay homage to 
the man who governs Egypt, worthy of being inserted in the pages 
of history by the side of Mceris and Menes, or with Euergetes and 
Ptolemy, sons of Lagos. 

Returning to Grand Cario, I repaired to Asig: and, plunging 
into the deserts of Etam and those of Kedar, saw on one side 
Pharaw, and on the other Casiotis, which includes in its bosom 
the bones of the great Roman yet unrevenyed 

As I left Egypt, which was deserting me, I was reminded of 
what Amru wrote to the great Omar, whu was desirous of having 
a picture of that country : * O prince of the Faithful, it is a vast 
and arid desert, with a river in the middle, which is attended in 
its course by two opposite hills, the borders of the ground render- 
ed fertile by that flood so blessed by heaven.” Most just is the 
picture, and in that too which afterwards follows. 

Continuing my route [ passed the isthmus of Sucz, and the frag- 
ments of Rinocerura, Rapha, and Agrippiades, and leaving behind 
me Bezor, I comforted my weary eye with the olives of Gerara, 
the happy land of the Philistines. 
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Departing from Gaza I ‘went to Beersheba, to Sorek, upon the 
borders of which lived Dalilah, to Timnath, and Gabatha, known 
already by the feats of Samson ; and getting out of the way of the 
tribe of Simeon, I advanced into'the mounts of Judah and Benja- 
min, arriving by the plain of Boaz at Jerusalem, in the very time 
of the Greeks demanding from Heaven their sacred fire. 

At the view of the Hill of Sion and Mount of Olives, at the ap- 
pearance of the city, I felt both as a christain and as:a philosopher, 
touched by an hitherto unfelt emotion, which, somewhat retarding 
my steps, covered my heart with pleasing melancholy, and my 
minc with incessant meditation. Oh! what a-difference between 
the imagination and the reality. 

Having reverenced those places which record the beginning of 
the best religion in the world, I contemplated with indescribable 
transport, the Tower of David, the Temple of Solomon, the Pa- 
lace of Herod, the Fountain and the Pool of Siloah, the Sheep- 
pool, and that of Beersheba, the Kedron, the Golden Gate, the 
well of Nehemiah, which concealed the true fiery element, the 
Mount of Offence, and that of Scandal, with the Valley of Tophet, 
where the priests of Israel sacrificed human victims to Moloch ; 
the Sepulchre of Manasseh in the garden of Uzza, the sepulchres 
of the kings, and those of Absalom, of Jehosaphat, of ‘Zachariah, 
son of Barachiah; the only architectural objects I thought worthy of 
you amongst the modern antiquities of the Hebrews. 

You are never satiated witli deiight over the ruins of Jerusalem ; 
and, taking the advantage of a company of pilgrims, I went with 
them to Bahurim, whence Shimei threw stones at the Psalmist, in 
Adummin, or Place of Blood, to the fountain of Elijah, to Jericho, 
which no longer gives odour to the chaste flower, down'to Gilgal ; 
{ purified myself in the Jordan at Bethabara, where John baptized. 

Before me were Reuben and Gad, with the plains of Moab, and 
the Land of the Ammorites. 

Amongst the crowd of pilgrims were distinguished the Britons, 
Bengs, Mangles, Irby, Legh, and the exemplary companion of the 
Italian Belzoni. 

Returning to Jerusalem, I was present at the tragic quarrel 
which occurred between the Greeks and Latins, near the tomb of 
Jesus Christ. I wrote to the hero of the pontificate, exhorting 
him to interfere, in order, that, in future, such scandalous occur- 
rences might not happen. 


I then undertook another journey, and the places I saw were the 
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borders of which lived Dalilah, to Timmnath, and Gabatha, known 
already by the feats of Samson ; and getting out of the way ofthe 
tribe of Simeon, I advanced into the mounts of Judah and Benja- 
min, arriving by the plain of Boaz at Jerusalem, in the very time 
of the Greeks demanding from Heaven their sacred fire. 

At the view of the Hill of Sion and Mount of Olives, at the ap- 
pearance of the city, I felt both as a christain and asa philosopher, 
touched by an hitherto unfelt emotion, which, somewhat retarding 
my steps, covered my heart with pleasing melancholy, and my 
mind with incessant meditation. Oh! what a difference between 
the imagination and the reality. 

Having reverenced those places which record the beginning of 
the best religion in the world, I contemplated with indescribable 
transport, the Tower of David, the Temple of Solomon, the Pa- 
lace of Herod, the Fountain and the Pool of Siloah, the Sheep- 
pool, and that of Beersheba, the Kedron, the Golden Gate, the 
well of Nehemiah, which concealed the true fiery element, the 
Mount of Offence, and that of Scandal, with the Valley of Tophet, 
where the priests of Israel sacrificed human victims to Moloch ; 
the Sepulchre of Manasseh in the garden of Uzza, the sepulchres 
of the kings, and those of Absalom, of Jehosaphat, of ‘Zachariah, 
son of Barachiah ; the only architectural objects I thought worthy of 
you amongst the modern antiquities of the Hebrews. 

You are never satiated with delight over the ruins of Jerusalem ; 
and, taking the advantage of a company of pilgrims, I went with 
them to Bahurim, whence Shimei threw stones at the Psalmist, in 
Adummin, or Place of Blood, to the fountain of Elijah, to Jericho, 
which no longer gives odour to the chaste flower, down to Gilgal ; 
I purified myself in the Jordan at Bethabara, where John baptized. 

Before me were Reuben and Gad, with the plains of Moab, and 
the Land of the Ammorites. 

Amongst the crowd of pilgrims were distinguished the Britons, 
Bengs, Mangles, Irby, Legh, and the exemplary companion of the 
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Valley of the Giants, the Lands of Jacob, the sepulchre of Rachel, 
near Ramah, the Cistern of. David, Bethlehem, a smiling town of 
Judea, the Villa of the closed Garden, the Sealed Fountain, and 
the vessels of Solomon ; the Hills of Engeddi, Tema, the country 
of Almos ; and Giloh, country of Ahitophel ; the Grottos of Adul- 
lam, and the wood of Ziph, where the successor of Saul, David, of- 
ten hid himself; the valley of Mamre, the field of Damascus; 
whence re-proceeding, the vale of Terebinthus, fatal to Goliah, 
and the surrounding places renowned by the nativity and abstinence 
of the precursor. Lastly, I saw Bethany. 

Having drawn from the library and the archives of the fri- 
ars what I thought of service to my purpose, I bid adicu to the 
daughter of Sion, and by the Pool of Gibeon, Beth-horon, Succoth 
the Valley of Rephaim, Azekah, Emmaus, Anathoth, the coun- 
try of Jeremiah placed against Modin, the glory of the Maccabees, 
and by Aramathea, passing Sharon, I stopped at Joppa, which still 
boasts of its rocks warm with the tears of Andromeda. Here ar- 
rived the Tyrian ships, bearing the precious stones and purple 
which the son of Abibal sent to the sapient king, and here, too, 
daily arrives the pilgrim, led from afar to pay the vow. 

From Joppa I went by the shore to Ekron, Ashdod, which kept 
the ark a prisoner, to Ashkalon, now destroyed, and having return- 
ed to Joppa, I ascended the inheritence of Ephraim to the Sepul- 
ehres of Benjamin and Simeon; to Sichem, whence we mounted 
Ebal and Gerezzim, to the well of Jacob, and the Sepulchre of Jo- 
seph ; and meeting with the Abbe de Mazure, a warm panegyrist 
of France, and measurer of Judea I went with him to Siloa, upon 
the road that leads from Jerusalem to Neapolis. 

Neapolis, or Napolosa, lies upon the ruins of Sichem, and here, 
returning from Siloa, I found the ancient Samaritans, or Cuteans, 
who were praying from error, by a well, believed to be Jacob’s. I 
taught them the truth, which doctrine excited against me no small 
disturbance ; so far, that the said Samaritans, thinking me one of 
their brethren, wished by all means, to retain me in the country ; 
and what is more singular exacted that I should promise marriage 
to a woman of their sect. 

The christians of Napolosa took up my defence ; whence, get- 
ting off at my own hazard, foreseeing the favour of the former, I 
took shelter in Samaria, where there is no vestige of the importu- 
nate Samaritans. I wrote to you, that, with the exception of some 
columns, there is nothing interesting in Sebaste. 
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On leaving Samaria the tribe of Issachar presented themselves 
to mein Galilee, with the fountain cf Israel, and plain of Esdraelon, 
over which the eye cannot reach ; Endor, at the foot of the second 
Hermon, known ty the victory of Deborah and Barak. Sophos, 
the native place of James and of the friend of his master; Cana, 
the country of Simon and Nathaniel; Tabor, terminating with 
Heaven; beautiful ports cf Zabulon; Bethsaida, the country of 
Peter and Andrew on the shores of that water, abundant in the 
deeds of the Divine Instructor of virtue. 

Returned to Tiberias, I undertuok the analyssis of those mine- 
ral waters and in the city where lives, in retired delight, that de- 
serving member of society, the noble gentleman Raphael de Pici- 
otlo, consul-general of Austria inSyria, whose roof and whose for- 
tune never denied to any one a constant and sacred hospitality. 

And you must know @ frofios, that, amongst the Hebrews dis- 
persed in the various regions of the globe, and amongst those of 
Asia and Africa particularly, there exists an ancient custom of 
coming to finish their days upon the spot, bedewed by the sweat 
of their ancestors. Such a sentiment gladdens their heart from 
the most tender years of youth, and hence it is moving to see ar- 
rive in the ports of Palestine, the aged Israelite, who, leaning upon 
the shoulder of his old consort, approaches with her amidst the 
cheers of hope, to deposit his ragged spoils in the sepulchre of 
their forefathers. 

The heats suffered upon the lake of Gennesareth having mode- 
rated, I revisited the tribe of Issachar, and having ascended Car- 
mel, I dropped down to Hepna, to Dora, to Cesarea, to Manasseh ; 
and, passing in the tribe of Asher, over the space of Semeron and 
the waters of Cenderia, I continued afterwards the Belus to Pto- 
lemais, still dyed with that blood which the cruel Djezar caused 
to flow in torrents. 

Thus following the course of the Phenician shore, every mo- 
ment appeared to me an age which interfered with that which 
showed me in a miserable rock, surrounded with water and with 
sand, that once powerful mistress of the sea. 

The Greek archbishop, D. Cirillo Debbas, receiv ed me cordi- 
ally in his house, and causing to be prepared a frugal! repast, 
placed on the ground, after the fashion of the East, and sitting 
himself down beside me, spoke as follows :— Eat with good wiil, 
that God may preserve it to thee. I receive thee negligently after 
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the manner of the apostles, and this scanty food I consume with 
thee in good will, as I do daily with the other guests. If I had 
more I would give thee more, but my only income, which is that 
of the archbishopric of Tyre, does not produce me more than two 
hundred crowns (schdi) annually of thy country, the half of which 
I employ to nourish the poor of my diocese. Besides being their 
spiritual, Iam also their temporal, physician, and lend gratuitously 
my remedies wherever they are necessary. The other prelates 
live more secure under cover of the mountains, but I am more 
fortunate than they are, who divide with my flock the davs of 
sorrow and of joy.””. May those be blessed who speak and reason 
with so much truth. 

Leaving Tyre with the benedictions and sincere embraces of 
my host, I passed the Well of Living Waters, the Pseudo Eleu- 
therius, and Sarepta, where the smiling plain of that Siden open- 
ed itself before me, which struggled hard with its approaching 
fall. Monsieur Ruffin, French consul, politely offered me a re- 
ception, and I deplore the loss he has since sustained in a com- 
panion who was the model of the tender sex. 

The Lady Esther Stanhope, who, for so many years, has at- 
tracted the attention of Asia anc Europe, by the singular manner 
of life she has adopted, is encamped one hour’s distance from 
Sidon, in a small habitation called Ceraba; and, in order to ren- 
der herself still more remarkable, she insists upon her will being 
obeyed, that no European shall approach her, even for a moment. 
Would it not be an act of intolerance to blame her for it? 

Traversing that mountain which includes so many mountains, 
and may properly be called a kingdom, and which I shall call Li- 
bania, I hastened forward to Cilicia, and thence to Damascus, the 
name of which imposes more than ts due to it. 

In all the circuit of Libanus, as well as in Carmel, I collected 
a thousand fruits and petrified testaceous substances, the proof of 
a tremendous deluge. 

My intention of going from Damascus to Palmyra not succeed- 
ing at that time, I came to Balbec, where it appeared to me as if 
Thebes were revived in the midst of Syria. 

An entire volume would be insufficient for the description of 
the Temple of the Sun. 

Six columns arise among the marshes, each in height seventy- 
one fect, and twenty-one feet eight inches in circumference. Three 
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stones of granite occupy the space of one hundred and seventy-five 
and a half feet, and another has sixty-nine feet of length, twelve of 
breadth, and thirteen of thickness. You alone, sublime genius! 
can solve the problem, whether it is the work of common men, 
or of a race of beings superior to our own. 

Re-ascending mount Libanus,I wished to smell its boasted ce- 
dars, see Eden, the grottos of Canobin, and the horrible cave of 
the great Egyptian hermit. Oh! how the pure and sweet life of 
the patriarchs flourishes here. Here is that simplicity and peace 
that man in vain seeks amongst mankind. 

After returning to Pheenicia, I went to Tripoli, to Tortosa, wit- 
ness of the great congress in the first crusade; to Eleutherius, 
Sober; to the city of Gabale, which preserves one of its amphi- 
theatres; to Laodicea, where Signor Agostino Lazzari entertained 
me with more than social treatment ; and penetrating amongst the 
mountains of the Arsarites, I arrived at the Milky Waters of 
Orontes and at Antioch, an object worthy of contest. 

From Theopolis, by a road covered with abusive inhabitants, I 
came to the more flourishing Aleppo, thence to the Euphrates, 
and hardly touching Mesopotamia, the sound of Ninevah and Ba- 
bylon already struck my fancy, and drew it away more rapidly 
than the steed of Elimaides, the chariot of Cyrus. 

Passing again through Aleppo, I kept the other road of Da- 
mascus by Apamea, Cima, and Emesa, where the delicately fair- 
haired, white-complexioned nymphs display themselves, with their 
black eyes, more beautiful than were ever produced by the native 
of Urbino or by Titian. 

Whilst I was enjoying the presence of Emesa, the catastrophe 
of the Palmyrenes came to my memory, and the blood of the acute 
Longinus almost drew from me a tear. 

Warmly recommended to the governor of Damascus by the 
excellent Piciotto, consul-general of Austria in Aleppo, a son 
worthy of his father, I advanced towards Palmyra, in company 
with a single guide, and, after five days of a most troublesome 
journey, reposed in the court of Odenatus and Zenobia. 

But what can I tell you of this memorable spot, which so much 
electrifies the intellects, unless that about thirty towers, the Tem- 
ple of the Sun, and three hundred columns scattered here and 
there, over a soil covered with sand, and still standing to etcrnize 
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the great Palmyra? What I pass over in silence shall blossom 
in my future little work. 

In fifteen months, and about seven thousand miles, I have passed 
through the Mediterranean, Misraim, Nubia, Kedar, Idumea, Phi- 
listia, Judea, Samaria, Galilee, Phasnicia, Coele, Syria, and Meso- 
potamia, having eeen the sea of Pentapolis, have drank of that of 
Tiberias, and the Nile, the Jordan, Orontes, and Euphrates; have 
ascended the Pyramids, Sion, Gerezim, Tabor, Libanus, and Car- 
mel, and have reposed in the tombs of Thebes, amongst the cata- 
racts of Nubia, and upon the dust of Memphis, Heliopolis, Ash- 
kalon, Tyre, Sidon, Balbeck, Palmyra, Samaria, and Jerusalem. 


II. 
Mount Sinai, 8th May, 1819. 


I write to you from the most memorable heights in the world; 
but hear how [ came hither. | 

Having closed the letter which I directed to you from the ruins 
of Palinyra, I followed the silent contemplation of those remarka- 
ble remains, and, under the protection of the hospitality of the 
modern Palmyrenes, who are the best Arabs I know of, I passed 
joyful and tranquil hours. 

Their questions turned upon Bonedorte (Bonaparte) and my 
Lady Stanhope; the former they remembercd trom his expedition 
into Soria, for the fame of him resounded greatly amongst them ; 
and the latter for the liberality displayed in the journey which she 
undertook in the desert. , 

Their curiosity and my own being satisfied, I continued my 
journey with my guide, and arrived at Damascus. Thence, 
through Cale and Syria, I ascended Libanus once more, which I 
was delighted to contemplate anjiidst the horrors of the winter, and 
descending to Berytus by Pheenicia, the pleasant Philistia, and the 
wearisome Elam, I returned to the Nile. 

After one day’s repose, I went to offer my personal tribute to 
the pyramids, and a-frofios of these heaps, while I was writing 
my name upon the third, called Phryne, I perceived that Frediani 
was th. anagram of Dia Frine. 

I then returned to Cairo, and as the pestilential scourge was 
beginning to mow down human victims, instead of remaining 
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there FI thought it better to continue my journey, and three days 
of sand made me ejaculate Dulce Videre Suez. 

Having admired the progress and decrease of the waters, I put 
myself on board an India ship, commanded by the excellent caps 
tain Laudale ; and embarking afterwards in a small boat, I sailed 
as far as Der Essafran, where it is believed Israel passed over, 
and traversing almost in a right line the famous sea, I approached 
Del el Hamman. 

Departing by the waters of Suez, I had ordered my Arabs to 
wait for me at a place indicated, and judge of my surprise upon 
my arrival to find no one there ! 

The solitude of the place, the inefficiency of the bark to con- 
tinue as far as Tor, the wind contrary for my return to Suez, the 
want of provisions, and water particularly, were the mournful 
thoughts that sat heavy upon my heart. : 

But that immutable eternal Providence, ever present where he 
least appears so, but where most necessary, caused in an instant 
my guides to approach: whence by the path of the Chosen Peo- 
ple I trod upon Pavan and Sin, and sighing, arrived at the sides of 
these mountains, which are Sinai and Horeb. 

The first idea I conceived, when for the first time I heard of 
Mount Libanus, was that of an insulated mountain, and in such 
respect all the ideas of men are alike, whence I shall call it Coun- 
try of Libany, instead of Libanus ; that country as large almost as 
our Abruzzo, and larger than our Tyrol, which comprises luxu- 
riant valleys, fertile meadows, flowing rivers, beautiful hills, very 
high mountains, populous towns, ten bishoprics, seventy princi- 
palities, and which can produce fifty thousand champions for the 
protection of its precious liberty. 


Iif. 


Cairo, 1st December, 1820. 


Leaving Horeb and Sinai, from the summits of which I gazed 
at lands which form lucid points in the blaze of human intellect 
I descended into the country of Elim, where still are to be seen 
the palms and the wells that quenched the thirst of the Jews. 

Having cooled myself in Tor, where I tried its waters, I re- 
turned by the road of Suez to Cairo, and going down to Alexan- ° 
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dria, I turned towards the lake Mareotis, thence to that of Maadie 
and Eko, and making an excursion in merry company to the beau- 
tiful Rosetta, F traversed the branch Bolbitina, the Delta, and ar- 
rived at the ruins of Botis, and the mouth of the Sebene, upon the 
Fammeticus branch, in modern Damietta. 

Embarking thence upon the lake of Memale, and arrived at the 
islands of Mataria, I advanced into the canal of Moez, whence I 
might view the scattered remains of Tenis, and returning to the 
lake, I recognized the Tanities and Pelusiac mouths, with the 
Bogas of Rahi. 

Disembarked upon the shore, I arrived through the desert at 
the side of Mount Casius, and the day following ascended that 
celebrated eminence, whence I came to Pelusium, that famous 
Rey of Egypt, and trusting myself once more to the waves, F 
visited the islands of Tennis and Thuria, and passing over the 
Mendesian mouth, I returned to Damietta. 

Reposing a little I teok diversion upon the lake, and penetrated 
by the canal of Moez into that of Salahie, and descending into the 
desert, [ found endless fields of soda, both vegetable and mineral. 

Whence approaching the Nile, I arrived by the canal of 4smun, 
at the city of Benhi, the ancient Mendes; thence upon the branch 
Fammeticus to the bed fatal to Louis 1X; and finally returned to 
Grand Cairo. 

Now that, thanks to the magnanimous Viceroy of Egypt, the 
brave Mahomet Ali, and his faithful minister Burgoss Jusuff, I 
am furnished with ample and generous means of penetrating into 
spaces shut up by the seal of ages, I am preparing to approach 
the torrid zone, where I hope to show to Italy that I am not en- 
tirely unworthy of belonging to her. 





Axr U.—TuHeE Hoty BIBLE, containing the Old one New Testament. 
10vols. crown 8vo. 31. 3s. boards. 


Tue New TEsTAMENT, 2 vols. royal 8vo, 11. 7s. Boards. Finely print- 
ed by Bensley. 

Tue Common PRAYER Book, with an Introduction and Notes. In 
three sizes: viz. royal 8vo. ll. 4s. crown 8vo. 17s. 12mo. 10s. 6d. 
boards. All finely printed by Bulmer. G. and W. Nicol, Pall Mall. 


From the days of James I. the text of the Bible has ever been 
printed in the same form of chapter and verse ; the difference in 
editions has consisted in a different sized volume ; a larger or smal- 
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ler type ; better or worse paper: sometimes with notes, but gene- 
rally without ; with more or less marginal matter, and sometimes. 
without any ; having neither various renderings, nor parallel pas- 
sages ; these are the points in which one Bible differs from another 
in all preceding editions.* Mr. R. is the first who has had courage 
to make an experiment upon the text itself, and print it in some 
other division, than that of chapter and verse. He has divided the 
whole Bible into sections and paragraphs, conformably with the 
natural divisions of the several subjects ; but he has preserved the 
chapter and verse for the sake of reference ; so that this Bible 
gives a new view of the Sacred Writings, and yet retains every a1- 
vantage belonging to the former Bibles; being a sort of novelty 
withoutinnovation. Mr. R. has not taken such liberties without hav- 
ing sufficient reasons to justify him. These he has set forth ina 
Preface prefixed to the work; and, as they are well worthy the con- 
sideration of every reader of the Bible, they had better be seen in 
the Editor’s own words. Indeed, the whole of his Preface contains 
so much information and remark on the Bible, asd the various 
manners of publishing it, that we shall give it at full length, as the 
best prospectus of the work. 


“ The design of this publication is to provide the public with an edi- 
tion of our CuuRCH B1BL&, which, according to what appears to be the 
taste of the present time, may be deemed a more convenient book for 
reading, than any of the Bibies now in use. 

“ It has ever seemed to me a just Cause of complaint, that while every 
English book, of any character, has had the advantage of being printed 
in various forms and sizes, to suit the different taste of readers, Tue 
Ho y B1B.eE has been still printed in no other form, than that of one: 
single book, which from the bulk of the contents must necessarily make 
an unhandy and inconvenient volume, even if printed in a small type. 
All other books that are of any length, and are in much request whether 
for instruction or amusement, are divided into convenient volumes, and 
generally have bestewed upon them the advantage of a larger print ; 
from which it may reasonably be concluded, that this is a preva'ling 
taste ; and that for a book to have readers, it must have these recom- 
mendations. It appeared to me, that the readers of the Bible were en- 
titled to every accommodation of this sort ; and further, that it was an 
.@xperiment worth trying, whether persons might not be attracted, by 
such means, to the reading of the Bible. Such sentiments as these sug- 
gested to me, to put to the press an edition of the Bible in separate vo- 


* Indeed Bishop Wilson’s Bible is an exceptian to the verses, but not as to 
the chapters. 
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lumes, that would make a manual, commodious for perusal, like the 
editions of our best English books. 

“ There still, however, appeared to me another obstacle to the Bible 
being generally read, with the same ¢eg:ee of facility and satisfaction as 
other English books ; and that arose from the division of the matter in- 
to chapters, and more particularly into verses. ‘This very often inter- 
rupts the current of the sense ; it sometimes misleads with a false ap- 
pearance, as if it presented for a complete sentence, or aphorism, what 
is only the fragment of a narrative, or the sentence of an argument, both 
ef which suffer, by such mutilation. 

“ [he manner of subdividing the matter of a book into small verses, 
is peculiar tothe Bible; and it is the abuse of a contrivance, that was 
designed for another purpose, the history and progress of which is worth 
considering. 

‘* The sacred books, whether Hebrew or Greek, came from the pen 
ef their writers, and were in the hands of those, for whom they were 
originally composed, without any division of this sort. The first need 
of any thing hke such a division, was after the Babylonish captivity : the 
Jews had then mostly forgotten the original Hebrew ; and when it was 
read in the synagogue, it was found necessary to have an interpretation 
into Chaldee for the use of the common people. To make this inter- 
pretation intelligible, and useful, the reader of the Heorew used to pause 
at short distances, while the interpreter pronounced the same passage 
in Chaldee ; such pauses became established, and were marked in the 
manuscripts, forming a sort of verses, like those in our present Bibles. — 
This division into verses, was confined to the Hebrew Scriptures, and to 
the people for whose use it was contrived ; no such division was made 
in the translation of the SEVENTY nor in the Latin version ; so that the 
Bible used in the Greek and the Western Churches, was without any 
such division, either in the Old or New Testament, 

‘** It was, however, found necessary, in after times, to make a division 
and subdivision of the sacred books ; but it was for a very different pur- 
pose ; it was for the sake of referring to them with more ease and cer- 
tainty. We are told that Cardinal Hugo, in ihe 13th century, made a 
concordance to the whole of the Latin Bible, and that for this purpose of 
reference, he divided both the Old and New Testament into chapters, 
being the same that we now have. These chapters he subdivided into 
smaller portions, distinguishing them by the letters of the alphabet ; and, 
by those means, he was enabled to make references from his concord- 
ance to the text of the Bible. The utility of such a concordance brought 
't into high repute ; and the division intochapers, upon which it depend- 
ed, was adopted along with it, by the divines of Europe. 

“This division into chapters was afterwards, in the 15th century 
adopted by a learned Jew, for the same purpose of reference, in mak- 
ing a concordance to the Hebrew Bible. This was Rabbi Mordecai 
Nathan, who carried the contrivance a step further; for instead of ad- 
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hering to the subdivisions of Cardinal Hugo, he made others, much 
smaller, and distinguished them, not by letters but by numbers. This 
invention was received into the Latin Bibles, and they make the present 
verses of the Old Testament. In doing this, he might possibly have 
proceeded upon the old subdivisions long before used for the interpreta- 
tion into Chaldee. We see, therefore, that the present division of the 
Old Testament into chapter and verse, is an invention partly Christian 
and partly Jewish, and that it was for the sole purpose of reference, and 
not primarily with a view to any natural division of the several subjects 
contained in it. 

“The New Testament still remained without any subdivision into 
verses, till one was at length made, for the very same purpose of a con- 
cordance, about the middle of the 16th century. The author of this was 
Robert Stephens, the celebrated printer at Paris. He followed the ex- 
ample of Rabbi Nathan, in subdividing the chapters into smail verses, 
and numbering them ; and he printed an edition of the Greek Testament 
so marked. This division soon came iito general use, like the former 
one of the Old Testament, from the same recommendation of the con- 
cordance that depended upon it ; and Latin Testaments, as weil as Bibles, 
were ever after distinguished into chapters and verses. 

‘“‘ It remained for the translators of the English Bible to push this in- 
vention to an extremity. The beginning of every chapter had been 
made a fresh paragraph in all the printed bibies ; but the verses were only 
marked by the number, either in the margin, or in the body of the mat- 
ter ; such minute subdivisions did not then seem fit to be made into dis- 
tinct paragraphs. But the English translators, who had fled to Geneva, 
during the persecution of Queen Mary, and who published there a new 
translation, famous afterwards under the name of the Geneva Bible, se- 
parated every one of the verses, making each into a distinct paragraph. 
‘This new contrivance was soon received with as much approbation as 
the preceding ; and all Bibles, in all languages, began to be printed in the 
same manner, with the verses distinguished into paragraphs ; and so the 
practice has continued to the present time. A singular destiny, to which 
no other bock has been subjected! For in all other works, the index, or 
concordance, or whatever may be the subsidiary matter, is fashioned so, 
as to be subordinate to the original work; but in the Bible alone, the 
text, and substance of the work is disfigured in order to be adapted to 
the concordance that belongs to it; and the notion of its being perused, 
is sacrificed to that of its being referred to. In consequence of this, the 
Bible is to the eye, upon the opening of it, rather a book of reference than 
a book for perusal and study ; and it is much to be feared, that this cir- 
cumstance makes it much. more frequently used as such ; it is referred 
to for verifying a quotation, and then returned to the shelf. What book 
can be fundamentally understood, if consulted only in such a desultory 
way! Those who extend their reading, but still regulate their efforts 
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by the chapters, are not more likely to see the scriptural writings in the 
true view. 

“« These observations upon the size and fashion of our Bibles, will, 
perhaps, be questioned by some ; but the justness of them may be tried 
by putting a few questions. How many of us would be at the trouble of 
reading our best English authors in such an inconvenient volume as 
the Bible? Who would endure to read our best prose writers, if divided 
into verses like the Bible? We all know, what answers must be given 
to these questions. Why then should the Bible be thus rendered less ac- 
ceptable than all other books? If it is entitled to any peculiarity, that 
might distinguish it above other books, surely it ought to. be such as 
would attract, not such as would repel. ‘The book should be printed in 
the most commodious size, and the text exhibited in the most intelli- 
gent form ; it should be addressed to the eye, and to the understanding ; 
to invite and to detain every one who opens it. These advantages are 
lavished upon poets and historians, but the Bible is sent into the world 
without them! 

‘“* There is another disadvantage which the Bible labours under, be- 
yond other ancient books. Like other productions of high antiquity, 
the sacred writings stand in need of explanation. The ancient writings 
of Greece and Rome are constantly published with more or less of ex- 
planatory notes, in all sizes. But all our authorized Bibles, published 
by the King’s printer, and the universities, are wholly without explana~ 
tory notes. These privileged persons have confined themselves to re- 
printing the bare text, in which they have an exclusive rignt ; forbear- 
ing to publish it with notes, which, it is deemed, may be done by any of 
the King’s subjects as well as themselves.* However, there is no want 
of notes and commentaries to the Bible; they have been provided, in 
great abundance, by persons of sound learning, eminently qualified for 
the undertaking ; but these labours are confined tu volumes still larger, 
and more unwieldy than the common Bibles before spoken of; so that 
readers in general have no aid of this kind to assist them in perusing, and 
understanding the obscure parts of Holy Scripture. 

“ Under these disadvantages from the size, the form, and the want of 
explanation in our Common Bibles, I have long thought, that many se- 
rious persons, who are desirous of acquainting themselves with the con- 
tents of the Bible, are indaced to seek them anv where, rather than in 
the Bible itself; they go to Histories of the Bible, to Expcsitions, to 
Paraphrases, and the like substitutes; turning to the Bible only on par- 


* J mean such notes, as are bond fide intended for annotation; not the pre- 
tence of notes, which I have seen in some editions of the Bible and Common 
Prayer, placed there merely as a cover to the piracy of printing upon the pa- 
tentees, as if fraud could make legal any thing that was in itself illegal. In 
some of these editions the notes are placed purposely so as to be cut off by 
the binder. 
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ticular occasions, as a book of reference, to verify passages, and to de- 
termine in the last resort. There are many such publications, which 
may be thought by most readers more favourable to study than the text 
of the Bible, as now printed. It cannot be denied, that such works are 
excellently contrived, and have their use ; but still they are only substi- 
tutes ; and if they prepare some minds for going on to a perusal of the 
Bible itself, it is to be feared they seduce others from reading it at all, 
in the way of study. Something, therefore, seems wanting, that shall 
bring studious persons to the very text of the Bible, as well as the con- 
tents of it; where the law of God may be read in the very words of the 
jaw itself, as commodiously, and with as much intelligence and satisfac- 
tion, as in books of the above description, that are substituted for it. 

*““ It was in an humble, but earnest endeavour to furnish such a book, 
that I have put myself to the trouble and expense of preparing and pub- 
lishing this edition of the Bible. I have made it a book, that is free from 
all objection to the size, or to the type ; it can tire neither the hand, nor 
the eye ; it is in the fashion and taste of those books, which are most 
read, and read with pleasure. If these external circumstances should 
recommend it to perusal, I venture to hope, that the method in which 
the text is here exhibited, together with the aid of the notes, will fix 
the attention of the reader to a studious reading of the Holy Scriptures, 
because he will read with ease and with understanding also. 

“ The plan is, to give to the text of Scripture the appearance which 
the different characters of it claim. Thus the greater part of it is un- 
questionably prose ; but a part of the Old Testament is judged by the 
best critics to be, what may be called metrical, for want of some other 
word to distinguish it from prose. These respective parts are distin- 
guished in this edition. All the historical books of the Old Testament, 
and all the New, are of the former kind ; the Psalms, the writings of So- 
lomon, most of Job, some songs in the historical books, and the greater 
part of the prophecies, are of the latter kind. The prose parts are 
here printed as prose compositions are printed in all other books, with- 
out regard to the division of chapters, and verses ; which, however, are 
preserved for their original purpose, that of reference, but concealed in 
a manner not to obstruct the progress of the reader. The metrical 
parts are printed in the old division of verses. This appeared to me suf- 
ficient to mark the distinction between metre and prose: and I judged 
it more prudent to retain a division already in use, than to hazard any 
new one that might be made into lines or versicles, according to some 
late theories of Hebrew poetry ; for I wished merely to distinguish what 
is metrical, without presuming todecide, what is the metre. In this man- 
ner, I have been able to furnish novelty without innovation; and those 
who are inclined to criticise the metrical part of the work, should re- 
collect, that the singularity is really not in that, but in the prose. 

“In the historical books, the metrical parts are easily known, for 


they are distinguishable by the very subject of them; as the Song of 
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Moses, and the like. In the books that are wholly metrical, as the 
Psalms, there is no distinction to be made. The difficulty is in the pro- 
phetical books; where, it is acknowledged, there is a mixture of prose 
and metre, but where the subject all through is so similar, that some 
other criterion becomes necessary; this criterion can only be sought in 
the original itself. Metre, strictly speaking, is a syllabic measure ; but 
none such is now discoverable in the Hebrew ; there is, however, often 
discernible a peculiarity in the language and stile, consisting of some- 
thing rhetorical in the choice of words, and something rythmical in the 
collocation of them. Such artificial passages ought surely to be regard- 
ed, and distinguishcd. They continually recur in the prophets; and it 
appears from this view of their writings, that they often change from 
one tenor of Composition to another, giving the whole an air of some- 
thing rhapsodical, analogous td a transition trom prose to verse, and from 
verse to prose. 

‘* The prophets would not thus have varied their strain, unless it was 
to produce some different effect ; and if this change can be represented, 

r even notified to the English reader, it helps to make a still closer re- 
embiance of the prophetical writings. I found this to be a critical 
empt of some nicety, and that there might be various opinions 
anc feelings about it. I hope, the experiment which I have ventured 
upon, will at least be thought temperate, and accordingly be received 
with candour. In making up my mind on this part of the work, I have 
relied much on the judgment of a learned person, in whose knowledge 
of Scripture, and Scriptural Hebrew I have great confidence, and who 
is alluded to in my Collation of the Hebrew and Greek Texts of the 
Psalms. * 

“It was only in the Hebrew Scriptures, that any such variance in 
the language and the stile could make a distinction between metre and 
prose. The Greek language has confessedly no metre, but such as is 
expressed in a syllabic measure ; every other composition is prose, how- 
ever, elevated the stile may be; and as there is no syllabic measure in 
the Greek Scriptures, they must therefore be treated as plain prose. 
But there are other considerations, which inclined me to give a me- 
trical appearance to some parts even of these. “The Hymns in Luke i, 
li which we are used to see divided into verses in our Common Prayer 
Book, under the titles of Magnificat, Benedictus, and Nunc Dimittis, I 
have tor that reason, printed here in verses ; I have done the same, for 
the same reason, with Zhe Song of the Three Children; it seemed 
consistent to print the Song of Judith in the same manner, The books 


* «JT mean Mr. Jacob, a learned and enlightened Jew; who besides his 
Biblical learning, is master of all the Talmudical and Rabbinical writings, with- 
out being a superstitious admirer of them. I am greatly obliged to this gen- 
tleman for his advice in matters that required knowledge and judgment ; and 
likewise for his condescension in attending to the progress of the work, as it 
went through the press.” 
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of Wisdom and Ecclesiasticus, being imitations of Solomon’s writings, 
and consisting of sentences, that are co-extensive with the present verses, 
I thought could not be printed in a better way, then in our common 
Bibles. 

““ The whole of the Bible, whether prose or metre, is divided in this 
Edition into sections, without any regard to the present chapters and 
verses. These sections are intended to conform to the divisions of the 
several subjects ; and it is hoped, they will exhibit the whole of the Bi- 
ble in an order, system, and coherence, which will throw new light 
upon every part of it. ‘To make way for this sectional division I have 
been obliged to discard the arguments of the chapters ; but Ihave done 
this with the less scruple, because they do not appear to me to be a part 
of the original work ; for the translators, after they had completed the 
revision of the text, by the joint and several labours of the whole body, 
delegated to two only of their number the office of making arguments to 
the chapters. Later editions have, no doubt, observed this, and have 
for that reason taken liberties with these arguments, adding to thein, or 
diminishing them, according to their fancy ; in some late editions from 
the Cambridge press the arguments of the chapters are reduced to a 
single line. With this history, and these examples before me, I felt less 
difficulty in rejecting the arguments entirely, and substituting for them 
the sectional heads, and the marginal abstracts; thinking that these 
will be found to do more than compensate for the loss. 

*‘ In planning this edition, I constantly kept in view the origna} work 
of the Translators, and the practice of the two Universities in their edi- 
tions of it; and I have always endeavoured to adapt my designs so as to 
be justified either by one or the other. Wishing to give a plain text, to 
look like other English books, I was desirous of disincumbering the 
margin from the numerous parallel passages, that seem to load the page, 
while they contribute little, that is useful to the generality of readers. 
I found, that these parallel passages were very few in the first edition in 
King James’s time, and that the present number had grown by gradual 
additions, derived from the industry of successive editors. The much 
greater part of them, therefore, might be discarded without interfering 
with the original work; and’ the Oxford and Cambridge editors have 
dismissed the whole ot them, in some of their late octavo Bibles. This 
was authority enough for me to do the same ; but, in this case, as in that 
of the arguments of the chapters, I have provided a substitute ; for in 
the notes will be found all the references to parallel passages, which ap- 
peared to me necessary for explaining the text. Some might, indeed, 
be added, that would be of use ; but for many of the others, they conduce 
more to a curious comparison of words and phrases, than to any true il- 
lustration of Scripture. 

‘‘ The other branch of marginal matter appeared to me of a much 
more important nature ; I mean the Hebrew and Greek renderings, as 
they are called. These are such translations of the original as give ano- 
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ther, or a more literal, sense of a word or phrase in the original, which 
could not properly be introduced into the text itself; these were wisely 
placed in the margin by the translators, in order to afford additional 
light to the reader. I considered these, as a real part of the translation, 
no less than the text itself, and that no Bible was fairly given to the 
public, that was without them. I have, therefore, retained the whole of 
the Hebrew and Greck renderings in this edition ; and I regret that there 
is any example ot disregarding them in others, which, for that reason, I 
cannot look upon as genuine editions, though coming from authority, 
Extricated as these renderings are, in this edition, from the heap of par- 
allel passages, with which they are confounded in the quarto editions, 
they will, | hepe, attract the reader’s notice, and thus contribute their 
share towards conveying the true sense of the words and phrases of the 
original language. 

“* Such is the plan upon which I have exhibited the text of our Church 
Bible. For the text itself, 1 made choice of the Oxford Bible, which 
was adjusted with great care in the year 1769, and which the university 
has made the copy in all reprints, ever since. I directed the Printers to 
follow that copy implicitly ; and it there is any deviation, even in the 
punctuation, it is from an error in the press, and not by design.* 

“ Tothe text ot the Psalms I have added, in another column, that of 
the Psalms in the Common Prayer Book. These two texts are of dif- 
ferent characters; the former is nearer the Hebrew, but the latter 
seems to have less difficulties ; those will become still less by a compa- 
rison with the Bible text; and the two will reflect alight upon each other, 
that must make both better understood.f 

** Although I persuaded myself, that the Bible was. more likely to be 
read, and would be read with more interest, ard intelligence, if the text 
was presented to the reader in the form in which it is disposed in this edi- 
tion, yet it seemed to me necessary, that the text should be accompa- 


* « There is a peculiarity in this Oxford edition which I do not approve, 
and which, therefore, I am desirous should not be ascribed to me. The Edi- 
tor has united into one word what are elsewhere two words, or at most are 
joined by a hyphen, making such compounds, as shoelutchet, eveningtide, grape- 
gatherers, bloodguiltiness, manservant, maidservant, and the like ; all which are 
printed as two words in the original edition in King James’s time, and are 
commonly so written in the present day. The printers were startled with 
these novelties, but I directed them to follow the copy. Having determined 
to reprint this text, I thought it proper to adhere to it, in every particular. 
This I observed so scrupulously, that when my sectional division happened, as it 
did more than once, to end where there was only a colon in the text, I would 
not allow them to change it to a full stop. So that this edition may be consi- 
dered as an Oxford text, if reprinted correctly.” 


{ “ The notes are upon the Bible text only ; for notes upon the other text, 
f must refer to the new edition of my Common Prayer Book. 
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nied with some explanatory notes, before it could be said to be upon a 
footing of equal advantage with other ancient writings. In order, there- 
fore, to make the work as complete as I could, I resolved to compile 
some short notes both to the Old Testament and the New; I did not 
feel courage to bestow the same pains on the Apocrypha.* The rule I 
had laid down to myself for framing these notes was this ; that they 
should be very numerous, and very short ; so that nothing might be pass- 
ed over that appeared in the least to need annotation ; and that no anno- 
tation should digress from the text ; but, on the contrary, that every note 
should keep the text closely in view, and should bring the reader back 
to it, as soon as it had served the purpose of explaining the difficulty that 
occasioned it. Further, I resolved to keep out of these notes every 
thing that was learned, or curious, or novel. Formed upon this princi- 
ple, they aim at nothing, but to give a plain interpretation of Scripture, 
such as has been known and well received for many years ; and, as they 
are intended for English readers of every class, so both learned and 
unlearned, I should think, may find something in them that will be 
useful. 

“In giving this new form to the English Bible, I claim little merit to 
myself beyond that of the labour and expense ; the authorship is of a 
very humble sort ; it is that of bringing forward the works of others, and 
placing them ina situation, where they may be more useful to the pub- 
lic. The substance of every thing, that may be thought valuable in this 
edition, is to be found in books a century old ; little of it is mine, but the 
selecting, adapting, and wording.f If there has not always been judg- 
ment in the choice, nor every where success in the execution ; if I have 
done too much in one place, and too little in another; I hope allowance 
will be made for such inequalities, considering that the work is long, and 
various, and the attempt new. 

‘“* I beg leave here to repeat, what I have said on a former occasion,{ 
by way of apology for presuming to meddle with the Bible and Prayer 
Book, as Editor or Commentator, that I desire in these publications to 
be considered as acting only officially, and more in the character of a 
printer, thanan author. Itisthe performance of a suit and service, which 
I thought due for my share in the office to which I belong. While my 
copatentees were Carrying on the ordinary business of the King’s press 
for the present, conformably to an agreement between us, I was unwilling 
to be wholly idle in the station wherein I was placed. The Bible and 
Prayer Book are connected with some of my former studies, and I re- 


* « For the reasons see the preface to the Apocrypha. 

{ “ The ground work of this edition may be seen in Well’s Paraphrase of the 
Old and New Testament; and the notes may be considered as containing what 
seems most necessary in the voluminous commentaries of Patrick, Lowth, and 
Whitby, not to mention others. 


+ “In the Prefatory Epistle to mv Collation of the Hebrew and Greek text: 
of the Psalms.” 
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solved to try, whether any thing new could be devised for providing the 
public with better editions of those books. Hence arose‘the present edi 

tion of the Bible, as well as that of the Common Prayer Book. I have 
in contemplation some other biblical works; but I shall pause for the 
‘present, till what I have already done, shall be received in a manner, 
that will justify me in pursuing, any further, my notions of improve- 
ment.” 


Having given the Editor’s Preface at length, wherein is fully 
shown what he has proposed in this publication of the Bible, we 
now come to consider the execution of his plan ; and we shall en- 
deavour to make this as plain to our readers as he himself has his 
design, by exhibiting such extracts from different parts of the 
work as will be specimens of the method he has followed in print- 
ing the whole of it. 

The manner in which he has disposed the text, without regard 
to the obstacles from the divisions into chapter and verse, and the 
assistance which is derived to the text from marginal abstracts 
of the contents of each paragraph, may be seen in the following 
passage. 


Anangel ap- ‘13, And it came to pass, when Joshua was by Jericho, 
pears to Jo- that he lifted up his eyes and looked, and, behold, there 
shua. stood a man over against him with his sword drawn in his 
hand: and Joshua went unto him, and said unto him, /rr 
thou for us, or for our adversaries? 14 And he said, Nay ; 
but as captain of the host of the Lorp am I now come. 
And Joshua fell on his face to the earth, and did worship, 
and said unto him, What saith my lord unto his servant ? 
15 And the captain of the Lorp’s host said unto Joshua, 
Loose thy shoe from off thy foot ; for the place whereon 
thou standest is holy. And Joshua did so. cHAP. v1. Now 
Jericho was straitly shut up because of the children of 
Israel : none went out, and none came in. 2 And the Lorp 
said unto Joshua, See, I have given into thine hand Jericho, 
and the king thereof, amd the mighty men of valour. 3 And 
ye shall compass the city, all ye men of war, and go round 
about the city once. Thus shalt thou do six days. 4 And 
seven priests shall bear before the ark seven trumpets ot 
rams’ horns: and, the seventh day ye. shall compass the 
city seven times, and the priests shall blow with the trum- 
pets. 5 And it shall come to pass, that when they make 
a long d/ast with the ram’shorn, and when ye hear the sound 
of the trumpet, all the people shall shout with a great shout; 
and the wall of the city shall fall down flat, and the people 
shall ascend up every man straight before him. 
The arkiscar- ‘ 6 And Joshua the son of Nun called the priests, and- 
ried round Je- said unto them, ake up the ark of the covenant, and let 
richo onthe seven priests bear seven trumpets of rams’ horns before 
first day. the ark of the Lorp. 7 And he said unto the people, 
Pass on, and compass the city, and let him that is armed 
< pass on before the ark of the Lorp. 8 And it came to 
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pass, when Joshua had spoken unto the people, that the 

seven priests bearing the seven trumpets of rams’ horns 

passed on before the Lorp, and blew with the trumpets: 

— Sa = of the covenant of the Lorp followed them.” 
c. &e, 


This passage is selected from Joshua, ch, v. 13. as a specimen 
of the good sense and utility in Mr. R.’s divisions, because (as he 
tells us in a note on ch. vi. 2.) those who read this passage in our 
common Bibles, by chapters, would suppose “ the Lord” mention- 
ed in ch. vi. 2. was “ the Lord,” that usually spoke from the sanc- 
tuary, and not the angel, who spoke to Joshua. in the latter part of 
ch. v. In the present new form, it appears, as it really is, namely 
the continuation of a story, that was mutilated by being divided 
into another chapter. 


The next prominent circumstance in this new manner of print- 
ing the text of the Bible, consists in the distinction made between 
the prose parts, and those that are metrical. Thus the Song of 
Moses is introduced, and distinguished in the following manner. 


“CHAP. xv. Then sang Moses and the children of Israel The song of 
‘his song unto the Lorp, and-spake, saying, Moses and the 
“T will sing unto the Lorn, for he hath tri- Israelites. 
umphed gloriously : the horse and his rider 
hath he thrown into the sea. 
“2 The Lorp is my strength and song, and 
he is become my salvation : he is my God, and 
i will prepare him an habitation ; my father’s 
God, and | will exalt him. 
“3 The Lorp is a man of war: the Lorp 
is his name. 
“4 Pharaoh’s chariots and his host hath he 
Cast into the sea: his chosen captains also are 
drowned in the Red sea. 
«5 The depths have covered them: they 
sank into the bottom as a stone. 
“6 Thy right hand, O Lorp, is become glo- 
rious in power ; thy right hand, O Lorp, hath 
dashed in pieces the enemy.” &c. &c. &c. 


The chorus of Miriam and the women is introduced thus; 


‘20 And Miriam the prophetess, the sister of Aaron, took 
a timbrel in her hand ; and all the women went out after 
her with timbrels and with dances. 
“21 And Miriam answered them. 
* Sing ye to the LorD, for he hath triumph- 
ed gloriously ; the horse and his rider hath he 
thrown into the sea.” 


The prophecies of Balaam are distinguished as metrical, as may 


be seen in the following extract from Numbers, ch. xxii. 41. 
“41 And it came to pass on the morrow, that Balak took Balaamblesses 


Balaam, and brought him up into the high places of Baal, the Israelites 
that thence he might see the utmost fart of the people. the first time. 
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CHAP. xx111. And Balam said unto Balak, Build me here 
seven altars, and prepare me here seven oxen and seven 
‘rams, 2 And Balak did as Balaam had spoken ; and Balak 
and Balaam offered on every altar a bullock and a ram. 
3 And Balaam said unto Balak, Stand by thy burnt offer- 
ing, and I will go: peradventure the Lorp will come to 
meet me: and whatsoever he sheweth me 1 willtell thee. 
And he went to an high place. 4 And God met Balaam: 
and he said unto him, I have prepared seven altars, and I 
have offered upon every aitar a bullock and aram. 5 And 
the Lorp put a word in Balaam’s mouth, and said, Return 
unto Balak, and thus thou shalt speak. 6 And he return- 
ed unto him, and, lo, he stood by his burnt sacrifice, he, 
and all the princes of Moab. 7 And he took up his para- 
ble, and said, 
* Balak the king of Moab hath brought me 
from Aram, out of the mountains of the east, 
sa ing Come, curse me Jacob, and come, 
defy srael. — 
“8 How shall I curse, whom God hath not 
cursed? or how shall I defy, whom the Lorp 
hath not defied ? 
“9 For from the top of the rocks I see him, 
and from the hills I behold him: lo, the peo- 
ple shall dwell alone, and shall not be reckon- 
ed among the nations. 
“10 Who can count the dust of Jacob, and 
the number of the fourth fart of Israel? Let 
me die the death of the righteous, and let my 
last end be like his! 

“11 And Balak said unto Balaam, What has thou done 
unto me? I took thee to curse mine enemies, and, behold, 
thou host blessed hem altogether. 12 And he answered, 
and said, Must I not take heed to speak that which the 
Lorp hath put into my mouth ?” 


The song of the well, in Numbers, ch. xxi. is also distinguished 


as a metrical composition, thus ; 
And thence to “16 And from thence they went to Beor , that is the well 


Beor. whereof the LoRD spake unto Moses, Gather the people 
together, and I will give them water. 17 ‘Then Israel sang 
this song, 


« Spring up, O well; sing ye unto it: 
“18 The princes digged the well, the no- 
bles of the people digged it, by the direction of 
the lawgiver, with their staves. 
Andtothefoot And from the wilderness they went to Mattanah: 19 
of Mount Pis-and from Mattanah to Nahaliel: and from Nahaliel to 
gah. Bamoth ; 20 and from Bamoth in the valley, that is in the 
country of Moab, to the top of Pisgah, which looketh to- 
ward Jeshimon.” 


The advantage to the reader, in these distinctions, which excite 
attention, and give new interest to the subject, must be felt by 
every one. But this advantage is much heightened in the pro- 
phetical books; these writings, composed as they are of rhapso- 
dies, some in metre, and some in prose, are here exhibited in their 
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true light; and, it must be confessed, that many passages in them 
derive, from this distinction, an importance that cannot fail of in- 
teresting the reader ina very particular manner. The following 
are specimens of the prose and metre in the prophetical writings 
olf Jeremiah, ch. xxiii. 7. 


, ee de 


[ “7 Therefore, behold, the days come, saith the Lorp, 
i that they shall no more say, The Mdrv liveth, which 
, brought up the children of Israel out of the land of Egypt. 
’ 8 But, the Lorp liveth, which brought up and which led 
. the seed of the house of Israel out of the north country, 
‘ and from all countries whither I had driven them ; and 
they shall dwell in their own land. 
“9 Mine heart within me is broken because Judgments 
of the prophets; all my bones shake; I am denounced 
like a drunken man, and like a man whom against false 
wine hath overcome, because of the Lorp, prophets, 
and because of the words of his holiness. and mockers 
“10 For the land is full of adulterers; for of the true 
because of swearing the land mourneth ; the prophecies. - ; 
pleasant places of the wilderness are dried 
up, and their course is evil, and their force is 
not right. 
“11 For both prophet and priest are pro- 
fane; yea, in my house have I| found their 
wickedness, saith the Lorp.” 
Again, Jeremiah ch. xlvi. 1. 
e “Cuap.xivi. he word of the Lorp which came to A prophecy of 
i, Jeremiah the prophet against the Gentiles ; 2 against the defeat of 
Egvpt, against the army of Pharaoh-necho king of Egypt, the Egyptians, 
e which was by the river Euphrates in Charchemish, which that garrison- 
| Nebuchadnezzar king of Babylon smote in the fourth year ed Charche- 
of Jehoiakim the son of Josiah king of Judah. mish, by the 
d “3 Order ye the buckler aud shield, and Chaldeans. 
draw near to battle. 
1" “4 Harness the horses ; and get up, ye 
™ horsemen, and stand forth with your helmets; 


furbish the spears, and put on the brigandines. 
1B «5 Wherefore have I seen them dismayed 
and turned away back! and their mighty ones 
are beaten down, and are fled apace, and look 
not back: for fear was round about, saith the 
Lorp. 

“6 Let not the swift flee away, nor the 
9 mighty man escape ; they shall stumble, and 
to fall toward the north by the river Euphrates. 
- “7 Who is this that cometh up as a flood, 


al whose waters are moved as the rivers?” 

te So the following passage from Zechariah, ch. vi. 9. 

: “9 And the word of the Lorp came unto me saying, Bytwocrowns 

y 10 ‘Take of them of the captivity, even of Heldai, of Tobi- set on Joshua 

O- jah, and of Jedaiah, which are come from Babylon, and is typified the 

~~ come thou the same day, and go into the house of Josi- high priest- 

: ah the son of Zephania ; 11 then take silver and gold, and hoodand king- 

‘ir = ‘make crowns, and set them upon the head of Joshua the dom of Christ. 
VOL. XII. 4 
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son of Josedech, the high priest; 12 and speak unto him, 
saying, Thus speaketh the Lorp of hosts, saying, 
* Behold the man whose name is the 
BRANCH; and he shall grow up out of his 
Jace, and he shall build the temple of the 
ORD. 
“13 Even he shall build the temple of the 
Lorp ; and he shall bear the glory, and shall 
sit and rule n his throne ; and he shall be 
a priest updiehis throne ; and the council of 
peace shall be between them both, 

* 14 And the crowns shall be to Helem, and to Tobijah, 
and to Jedaiah, and to Hen the son of Zephaniah, tor a 
memorial in the temple of the Lorp. 15 And they ¢/at 
are tar off shall come and build in the temple of the Lorp, 
and ye shall know that the Lorp of hosts hath sent me 
unto you. And ¢his shall come to pass, if ye will diligent- 
ly obey the voice of the Lorp your God.” 


Again, Zech. xiii. 1. 


The crucifix- 
ion of Christ 
foretold, and 
the general 
conversion of 
the Jews, 


* Cuap. XIII.. In that dav there shall be a fountain open 
ed to the house of David and to the inhabitants of Jerusa- 
lem for sin and for uncleanness. 2 And it shall come to 
pass in that day, saith the Lorp of hosts, ¢hat I will cut off 
the names of the idols out of the land, and they shall no 
more be remembered: and also I will cause the prophets 
and the unclean spirit to pass out of the land. 3 And it 
shall come to pass, that when any shall yet prophesy, then 
his father and his mother that begat him shall say unto 
him, Thou shalt not live; for thou speakest lies in the 
name of the Lorp: and his father and his mother that begat 
him shali thrust him through when he prophesieth. 4 And 
it shalt come to pass in that day, ¢/at the prophets shall be 
ashamed every one of his vision, when he hath prophesied ; 
neither shall they wear a rough garment to deceive: 5 but 
he shall say, I am no prophet, 1 am an husbandman ; for 
man taught me to keep cattle from my youth. 6 And one 
shall say unto him, What are these wounds in thine hands? 
Then he shall answer, Zhose with which I was wounded 
in the house of my friends. 

“7 Awake, QO sword, against my shepherd, 
and against the man ¢hat is my fellow, saith 
the Lorp of hosts: smite the shepherd, and 
the sheep shall be scattered: and I will turn 
mine hand upon the little ones. 

“8 And it shall come to pass, hat in all the 
land, saith the LorpD, two parts therein shall 
be cut off and die; but the third shall be left 
therein. 

«9 And I will bring the third part through 
the fire, and will refine them as silver is re- 
fined, and will try them as gold is tried: they 
shall call on my name, and I will hear them: 
{ will say, It is my people : and they shall say, 
The Lorp is my God.”’ 


Mr, R. has told us in his preface, that the rule he follows in de- 
termining certain parts to be metrical, is founded on the style and 
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composition of the original Hebrew. The result of this criterion 
appears, upon comparison, not to differ much from the notion en- 
tertained by some learned persons, who in some late publications 
have given a metrical appearance to the prophetical writings; we 
mean bishop Lowth, archbishop Newcome, and Dr. Biayney. The 
principal difference we have observed between them and Mr. R. 
seems to be this: what Mr. R. states in a metrical form, is gene- 
rally so given by those learned persons; but many passages, we 
observe, that are put in a metrical form by them, are printed as 
prose by Mr. R. We do not presume to decide between them; 
but, we cannot help remarking, that, upon the whole, Mr. R. seems 
to have taken the safer course, in such an intricate way ; for his 
metre, after ail, is only the established verses in our common 
Bibles, and therefore open to none of the criticism, to which the 
verses, or rather lines of those learned persons are subject. Mr. 


R. has endeavoured to show us, what is metrical, without under- 
taking to pronounce what is the metre. 


The following are instances of metre distinguished by Mr. R. 


from prose, in writings that have not undergone the learned la- 
bours of the above mentioned biblical critics; in Job i. 13. 


“© 13 And there was a day wher his sons and his daugh- Satandestroys 
ters were eating and drinking wine in their eldest brother’s Job’s cattle 
house; 14 and there came a messenger unto Job, and said, and children, 
The oxen were plowing, and the asses feeding beside them: 

15 and the Sabeans fell wfron them, and took them away ; 
yea, they have slain the servants with the edge of the 
sword ; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee. 16 While 
he was yet speaking, there came also another, and said, 
The fire of God is fallen from heaven, and hath burned u 
the sheep, and the servants, and consumed them ; and 
only am escaped alone to tell thee. 17 While he was yet 
speaking, there came also another, and said, The Chal- 
deans made out three bands, and fell upon the camels, and 
have carried them away, yea, and slain the servants with 
the edge of the sword ; and I only am escaped alone to tell 
thee. 18 While he was yet speaking, there came also 
another, and said, Thy sons and thy daughters were eating 
and drinking wine in their eldest brother’s house: 19 and, 
benold, there came a great wind from the wilderness, and 
smote the four corners of the house, and it fell upon the 
young men, and they are dead; and I only am escaped 
alone to tell thee. 20 Then Job arose, and rent his man- 
tle, and shaved his head, and fell down upon the ground, 
and worshipped, 21 and said, 
“ Naked came I out of my mother’s womb, 

aml naked shall I return thither: the Lorp 

gave, and the Lorp hath taken away ; bless- 

ed be the name of the Lorp. 
22 In all this Job sinned not, nor charged God foolishly.” 
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Again in Ecclesiastes, ix. 13. 


Piety teaches “This wisdom have I seen also under the sun, and it 
us totosee seemed great unto me: 14 There was a little city, and tew 
that prudence men within it ; and there came a great king against it, and 


-should direct besieged it, and built great bulwarks against it: 15 Now 


us in the ma- there was found in it a poor wise man, and he by his wis- 
nagement of dom delivered the city ; yet no man remembered that same 
atfairs, poor man. 16 Then said I, Wisdom is better thanstrength: 
nevertheless, the poor man’s wisdom is despised, and his 
words are not heard. 
“17 The words of wise men are heard in 
quiet more than the cry of him that ruleth 
among fools. 
“18 Wisdom is better than weapons of war: 
but one sinner destroyeth much good. 
“ Cuap. X. Dead flies cause the ointment of 
the apothecary to send forth a stinking sa- 
vour: so doth a little folly him that is in re- 
putation for wisdom and honour. 
\ «2 A wise man’s heart és at his right hand ; 
but a fool’s heart at his left.” 


Again, Ecclesiastes, x1. 7. 


Lastly it “ Truly the light is sweet, and a pleasant thing it is for 
teaches tolive the eyes to behold the sun: 8 But if aman live many years, 
piously from = and rejuice in them all ; yet let him remember the days 
our very ot darkness ; for they shall be manv. All that cometh ie 
youth, vanity. 9. Rejoice, O young man, in thy youth; and let 
thy heart cheer thee in the days of thy youth, and walk in 
the ways of thine heart, and in the sight of thine eyes; 
but Know thou, that for all these things God will bring 
thee into judgment. 10 Therefore remove sorrow from 
thy heart, and put away evil from thy flesh : for childhood 
and youth are vanity. 
Cuap XII Remember now thy creator in 
the daysof thy youth, while the evil days come 
not, nor the years draw nigh, when thou shalt 
say, I have no pleasure in them ; 
** 2 While the sun, or the light, or the moon, 
or the stars, be not darkened, nor the clouds 
returo after the rain: 
“3 In the day when the keepers of the 
house shall tremble, and the strong men shall 
bow themselves, and the grinders cease be- 
cause they are few, and those that look out of 
the windows be darkened, : 
**4 And the door shall be shut in the streets, 
when the sound of the grinding is low, and he 
shall rise up at the voice of the bird, and all 
the daughters of music shall be brought low ; 
‘*5 Also when they shall be afraid of that 
which is high, and fears shad/ be in the way, 
and the almond tree shail flourish, and the 
grasshopper shall be a burden, and desire 
shall fail: because man goeth to his long 
home, and the mourners go about the streets: 
**6 Or ever the silver cord be loosed, or the 
golden bowl be broken, or the pitcher be bro- 





Reeves’s Editions of the Bible, &c. 29 


ken at the fountain, or the wheel broken at 
the cistern. 
“7 Then shall the dust return to the earth 
as it was: and the spirit shall return unto 
God who gave it. 
“8 Vanity of vanities, saith the Preacher ; all is vanity. Solomon en- 

8 And moreover, because the Preacher was wise, he still forces the ob- 
taught the people knowledge; yea, he gave good heed, servance ot 
and sought out, avd he set in order many proverbs, 10 The these instruc- 
Preacher sought to find out acceptable words: and ¢hat tions. 
which was written was upright, even words of truth. 11 
The words of the wise are as goads, and as nails fastened 
éy the masters of assemblies, which are given from one 
shepherd. 12 And turther, by these, my son, be admon- 
ished : of making many hooks ¢hereis noend; andmuch . 
study is a weariness of the flesh.” 


The foregoing passages exhibit completely the effect of Mr. R.’s 
division into paragraphs, and the distinction he has made between 
prose and metre; the other characteristic of this novel edition of 
the Bible is the divisions into sections. These sections are made 
conformably with the natural division of the matter, and have the 
effect of presenting portions of scripture, whether historical, pro- 
phetical, or doctrinal, that contain in themselves a complete 


whole; they stand at the head of each division in the following 
manner : 


“Section I—Of the Creation of the visible world, and the orderly 


Sormation of the severai parts thereof in six days’ time: Chapoi. ii. 
A. C. 4004, 


‘““CHAP.1. In the beginning God created the heaven Of the Crea- 
and the earth. 2 And the earth was without form and void; tion. 
and darkness was upon the face of the deep. And the 
Spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters. 

‘**3 And God said, Let there be light: and there was The work of 
light. 4 And God saw the light, that i¢ was good: and the first day. 
God divided the light from the darkness. 5 And God 
called the light Day, and the darkness he called Night. 

And the evening and the morning were the first day.” 


So in the prophecy of Isaiah. 


“Section Il].—Containing such frrofihecies as were revealed to Isaia/: 
in the reign of Ahaz. Chap. vii—xii. A. c. 745—730. 

“CHAP. VII. And it came to pass in the days of Ahaz They are pro- 
the son of Jotham, the son of Uzziah, king of Indah, that mised deliver- 
Rezin the king of Syria, and Pekah the son of Remaliah, ance from the 
king of israel, went up toward Jerusalem to war against forcesof Syria 
it, but could not prevail against it. 2 And it was told the andIsrael,and 
house of David, saying, Syria is confederate with Ephraim. the end of 
And his heart was moved, and the heart of his people, as those king- 
the trees of the wood, are moved with the wind. 3 Then doms is fore- 
said the Lorp unto Isaiah, Go forth now to meet Ahaz, told. 
thou, and Shearjashub thy son, at the end of the conduit 


of the upper pool of the highway of the fuller’s field; 4 
And say unto him, 
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“Take heed, and be quiet; fear not, neither 
be fainthearted for the two tails of these smok- 
ing firebrands, for the fierce anger of Rezin 
with Syria, and of the son of Remaliah.”’ 


So in the apostolical writings, as in the epistle to the Hebrews. 


“ Section I].—He prroceeds to frrove the excellency of the Christian re- 
ligion above the Jewish, by shewing the frre-eminence of Christ above 
Moses. Chap. iii. iv. 1.” 


“Section II].—He shews, by the way, the frre-eminence of Jesus above 
Joshua, who brought the Israelites into the firomised land. Chap. iv. 
2—13.” 


“ Section 1V.—He frroceeds to show the F sch Sy gus of Christ above 
Aaron, or any other high pfiriest of the Jewish church. Chap.iv.14— 
viii. 5.” 


The historical books of the Old Testament are divided into 
sections, that are numbered in regular series from tne beginning 
of Genesis to the end of Esther; this order is interrupted by the 
necessity there was of notifying, that the book of Esther should, 
in order of time, be introduced in the middle of Ezra; this is done 
by numbering the sections of Esther, as if they were really so 
placed; the series then goes on to the end of Nehemiah, which 
was the last written of all the historical books, and indeed of all 
the books of the Old Testament. Another exception to this series 
of historical sections is the two books of Chronicles, which, con- 
taining a repetition of the story already told in other books, par- 
ticularly those of Samuel and Kings, are divided, very properly, 
into distinct sections of their own. As these sections coincide 
with parallel sections in Samuel and Kings, and notice is generally 
given of such parallelism, they contribute to bring before the 
reader this part of the scriptural history, in the clearest manner ; 
a part, which, in our common Bibles, has always seemed to us the 
most involved and perplexing, and greatly to need the disentan- 
glement which is here effected by Mr. R.’s method. 

After the historical books are brought to form a continued series 
of history from the creation, to the building of the second temple, 
the other books, both of the Old and New Testament and also of 
the Apocrypha, are divided into sections of their own, distinct from 
one another. Perhaps none of the sacred books have derived 
more advantage from this sectional division, than the prophecies 
of Jeremiah. It seems, these writings are agreed by the best 
critics to be misplaced, but the order, in which they ought to stand, 
has been tolerably well ascertained. Mr. R. has contrived to re- 
duce them to this order, by means of his sections, without disturb- 
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ing the series of chapters. Another part, where the utility of this 
sectional division is particularly disti: guished, is the four Gospels; 
these seem to be harmoauized, in a new manner, by means of the 
sections, into which each is divided ; the sections of each gospel 
comprehend a period between one passover and another, and thus 
preserve an exact parallelism in the narratives of the four evan- 
gelists. 

W hat we say upon this publication is confined wholly to the text 
of the Bible; it might be added, that the notes, which Mr R. has 
compiled on the Old Testament and the New, and subjoined to 
each volume, conspire with the new form of the text, to make the 
reading of scripture still more intelligible and easy. 

Upon the whole, comparing the execution with the design, as set 
forth by Mr. R. in bis preface (to which, and the discussions therein 
contained, we ayain refer the rcvader) we have no hesitation to de- 
clare our opinion, that he has succeeded in accomplishing what he 
proposed; namely, to furnish the public with a more convenient, 
more intelligent, and altogether a more useful ana readadle Bible 
than we have yet had. Afier this, it can be no longer objected, 
that the Bible is an anomalous book both in size and fashion; not 
easily lifted, and still less easy to read ; for we may now take a part 
of it only from the shelf, like a volume of any English writer, and 
may pursue the study of any one among the holy penmen, without 
being incommoded with the remainder of that bulky collection of 
sacred w.itings. It can no longer be complained, that there is one 
undistinguishing sameness in the text of the Bible, and that too a 
sameness which revolts rather than invites the reader, we mean 
the division into verses ; for the text is now distinguished, accord- 
ing to its true nature, into prose, and metre; this variety strikes 
the eye, at the first opening of a volume, and the reader is enabled 
to chuse the style of composition, that suits best with the present 
temper of his mind: again, when he has made his choice, he can 
easily collect the complete whole of the subject before him, by 
means of the sectional heads, and marginal abstracts of the para- 
graphs. Whether we consider the instruction, or amusement, of 
the reader, we are bound to say, that the holy scriptures, in all 
their parts, appear to us to be laid before the public, in this edi- 
tion of them, with a perspicuity of order, and discrimination of 
parts, that must attract and detain every person of judgment and 
taste. We have now a rational and readable Bible; and there is 
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no lenger the same excuse that many have hitherto made, for not 
p*rusing the sacred writings, with the same attention, readiness, 


_and frequency, that they employ on profane writers. Our trans- 


lator gave us the Bible in the English language ; it remained for 
Mr. R. to make it an English book, adapted to the perusal of 
every reader of English; an improvement which cannot fail of 
making the Bible more read and better understood, and of pro- 
moting still more extensively the interests of religion and virtue. 





ArT. Il].—Zssay on the Stile of Dr. Samuel Johnson. 
(Continued from Vol. XI. p. 309. ) 


Ir is hardly possible for an author who writes much to avoid 
a peculiarity of manner. The recurrence of thoughts, similar in 
their restrictions and mutual dependance, introduces to the mind, 
by a natural association, the same arrangement and construction ; 
and the mind, disdaining to bestow upon words that attention 
which is due only tothings, will be too apt, through haste to exe- 
cute its task, to admit the first expressions as to the best. It 
despises the humble as well as tedious labour of turning back to 
re-examine sentences already marked with approbation, and will 
not easily be persuaded to vary, what considered simply in itself 
appears to have no fault. Thus from the peculiar turn of each 
author’s thoughts, even though there should be no other cause 
concurring, there will naturally arise a corresponding peculiari- 
ty of stile: a peculiarity which the powerful influence of habit 
makes so predominant, that there are very few pages,even of 
our best writers, which to those who are at all acquainted with 
their stile, do not readily betray their author. Such favourite 
forms or ornaments of expression, such peculiar modes of arran- 
ging, combining and connecting, lie within the easy reach of imi- 
tation; and as every writer of eminence will have many who rely 
on their success in copying him for the foundation of their fame, 
aud many who from admiration of his general excellence are led 
at last involuntarily to resemble him, criticism can never be more 
usefully employed than in examining these peculiarities of authors 
ofacknowledged merit, and determining how far they are deserving 
of praise or censure, how far they are to be imitated or avoided. 

As there are no modern writings higher in public estimation 
than Doctor Johnson’s, and as there are none which abound more 
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in appropriate marks of stile, there are none which can with more 
advantage be made the subject of critical enquiry. On their ob- 
vious and distinguishing characteristic, the too frequent use’ of 
Latin derivatives, I have already discoarsed at large. I shall in 
this essay consider such other peculiagjties of Johnson’s stile, as, 
though less apt to be taken notice of, will it is presumed when 
noticed be readily recognized. | 

And of all these the merit or demerit must rest with full force 
on Johnson: for, however the stile of his compositions may cor- 
respond with his stile of conversation, and however extraordinary 
and perhaps authentic the sturies his biographers tell of his fluen- 
cy may be, yet nothing in his works can fairly be ascribed to 
carelessness. His stile in writing, which he hed formed early, 
became familiar by abundant practice and in the course of a long 
continued life of dissertatiom became also his stile of speaking. 
His authoritative decisions on the merit of all our English authors 
demand, and his constant employment in critical disquision should 
have enabled him to grant it without injury to his literary charac- 
ter, that his own stile should be fairly subjected to animadver- 
sion: nor should negligence, which will never be insisted on in 
diminution of his merit, be admitted as a sufficient plea in ex- 
tenuating his faults. 

As his peculiarities cannot be ascribed to carelessness, so nei- 
ther are they the effect of necessity. Few of them would have 
appeared, had Johnson, intent only on communicating his ideas, 
despised all aids of embellishment. But that this did not suit his 
ideas of literary perfection, we are sufficiently informed in his re- 
marks on the stile of Swift ; an author who has at least this merit, 
that he has escaped all those faults which the critic has fallen in- 
to. The easy and safe conveyance of meaning Johnson there de- 
clares to be “ not the highest praise : against that inattention with 
*s which kaown truths are received, it makes,” he says, “no pro 
“vision; it instructs, but it does not persuade.” Our author 
seems therefore to have thought it necessary, in conformity with 
his own principle, to introduce into his stile certain ornaments, 
which, in his opinion, would prove the effectual means of captiva- 
ting attention; and these ornaments, too laboriously sought for, 
and used without sufficient variety, have become the peculiarities 
of his stile. I shall comprise the principal of them under two 


heads, as arising either from his endeavours after splendor and 
Vou. xtt. 5 
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magnificence, or from his endeavours after harmony ; for to these 
two heads they may almost all be referred. 

Not that it is denied, that magnificence and harmony are ob- 
jects worthy an author’s regard; but the means made use of wo 
attain these, if not skilfully selected, may fail of their intenled 
effect ; may substitute measurement for harmony, and make that 
only pompous which was designed to be magnificent. On diyni- 
fied subjects they are no doubt to be attended to, for the sile 
Should always be proportioned to the subject; but on familiar 
and meaner tupics they should, by a parity of reasoning, be avoid- 
ed: and however well adapted to excite attention, it may be re- 
marked, that in general they rather fix it on the expression, than 
on the sentiment, and too often cloy that appetite they were in- 
tended but to stimulate 

Johnson’s study of splendor and magnificence, by inducing 
bim as much as possible to reject the weaker words of language, 
and to display only the important, has filled bis pages with many 
peculiarities. His sentences, deprived of those feeble ties which 
restrained them to individual cases and circumstances, seem so 
many detached aphorisms, applicable to many other particulars, 
and certainly more dignified as more universal. But though he 
may have employed this art with some advantage, it is yet hardly 
to be recommended. Johnson’s thoughts were so precise, and 
his expressions so tninutely discriminated, that he was able to 
keep the leading circumstances of the particular case distinctly in 
view, and in the form of an universal sentence implicitly to insinu- 
ate them to the reader: an injudicious imitator, by generalizing 
his expressions, might in some instances make that false which 
under restrictions might have been true ; and in almost all, make 
that obscure which otherwise would have been perspicuous. 

As every suvstantive presents a determinate image to the 
mind, and is of course a word of importance, Johnson takes care 
to crowd his sentences with substantives, and to give them on all 
occasions the most distinguished place. The instrument, the 
motive, or the quality therefore, which ordinary writers would 
have in the oblique case, usually takes the lead in Johnson’s sen- 
tences ; while the person, which in connected writing is often ex- 
pressed by some weak pronoun, is either entirely omitted, or 
thrown into a less conspicuous part. Thus, “ fruition left them 
“ nothing to ask, and innocence left them nothing to fear” — tri- 
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* fles written by idleness and published by vanity”— wealth may, 
* by hiring flattery or laying diligence asleep, confirm error and 
‘harden stupidity.” This practice doubtless gives activity and 
importance, but caution must be used to prevent its exceeding the 
bounds of moderation. When the person isto be dethroned from 
its natural preeminence, it is not every quality which has suffi- 
cient dignity to assume its place: besides, in narration, or con- 
tinued writing of any sort, the too frequent change of leading ob- 
jects 1n sentences contributes to dissipate the attention, and with 
draw it from the great and primary one: and even in Juhnson’s 
hands this ornament has become too luxuriant, when affections, 
instead of being personified, are absolutely humanized, and we are 
teized with the repeated mention of “ear of greatness,”-—* the 


“« bosom of suspicion,’—and “the eye of wealth, of hope, and of 
“ beauty.” 


This attachment to substantives has led him, wherever it was 
possible by a change of construction, to substitute them in place 
of the other parts of speech ; instead therefore of the usual con- 
struction, where the adjective agrees with the substantive, he 
forms a new substantive from the adjective, which governs the 
other in the possessive case. Thus, instead of “ with as easy an 
“approach,” he always writes, “ with the same facility of ap- 
 proacl: :” instead of “ with such lively turns, such elegant irony, 
‘and such severe sarcasms,’—he says, “ with such vivacity of 
“turn, such elegance of irony, and such asperity of sarcasm.” 
When the effect produced no otherwise arises from the substan- 
tive, than as possessed of the quality which the adjective denotes, 
this change of construction is an happy one; it expresses that 
which is necessary in the thought, by a necessary member of the 
sentence ; whereas the usual form lays the whole stress of the idea 
on a word, which, withcut the smallest injury to the construction, 
may be safelyremoved, An instance however may shew, that 
Johnson sometimes uses it where the same reasoning would shew 
it to be absolutely improper. “ Steele’s imprudence of generosi- 
“ty, or vanity of profusion,” he says, “ kept him always incura- 
“bly necessitous.”—Here, since Steele’s generosity could not 
have kept him necessitous if it had not been excessive or impru- 
dent, “ imprudence of generosity” is proper : but as his being vain 
of profusion, if he had not actually been profuse, never could have 
produced this effect ; since his vanity is but the very remote cause 
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of that which his profusion would have effected, whether he had 
been vain of it or not, “vanity of profusion” is an improper ex- 


_ pression. 


This ambition of denoting every thing by substantives has done 
considerable violence to Johnson’s constructions :—* places of 
“little frequentation,’’—« circumstances of no elegant recital,” 
—“ with emulation of price,””—* the library which is of late erec- 
“ tion,’—* too much temerity of conclusion,’—* Philips’s ad- 
“diction to tobacce,” are expressions of affected and ungrace- 
ful harshness. This, however, is not the worst fault such con- 
structions may have, for they often become unnecessarily obscure : 
as “he will continue the road by annual elongation ;” that is, 
by compleating some additional part of it each year :—+ Swift 
“ now lost distinction ;” that is, he could not now distinguish his 
acquaintances. Many of the substantives too which are thus in- 
troduced, are words absolutely foreign to the language: as 
“ebriety of a:musement,’’—* perpetual perflation,’’—* to obtain 
‘an obstruction of the profits, though not an inhibition of the 

per ormance,”’—* Community of possession must always in- 
*¢ clude spontaneity of production.” One of our most usual forms 
of substantives, the participie of the verb used substantively, to 
give room for such introduced words he has on all occasions 
studiously avoided: Yet Dr. Lowth would scarcely have given the 
rule for a construction repugnant to the genius of our language ; 
and some arguments will be necessary to prove that the words, 
“ renewing, vanishing, shadowing and recalling,’ should give place 
to * renovation, evanescence, adumbration and revocation,’ when 
it is considered, that all who understand English know the 
meaning of the former, while the latter are intelligible to such 
only of them as understand Latin; but of this I have elsewhere 
treated fully. ' , 

Johnson’s licentious constructions however are not to be con- 
ceived as flowing entirely from his passion for substantives. His 
endeavours to altain magnificence, by removing his stile from 
the vulgarity, removed it also from the simplicity of common 
diction, and taught him the abundant use of inversions and licen- 
tious constructions of every sort. Almost all his sentences begin 
with an oblique case, and words used in uncommon significations, 
with Latin and Greek idioms, are strewed too plentifully in his 
pages. Of this sort are the following : “ I was only not a boy” 
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— Part they did’—* Shakspeare approximates the remote”?— 
“ Cowley was ejected from Cambridge”—« Brogues are a kind 
«of artless shoes”—* Milk liberal of curd,” Such expressions 
jt is unnecessary to mark with censure ; they bear in themselves 
an harshness so repulsive, that easy writing must be held in more 
than ordinary contempt, when they are considered as patterns 
worthy of imitation. 

Metaphorical expression is one of those arts of splendor which 
Johnson has most frequently employed ; and while he has availed 
himsel: of all its advantages, he has escaped most of its coucomi- 
tant faults. Here is no muse, whichin one line is a horse and in 
the next a boat; * nor is there any pains requisite to keep the 
horse and boat from singing. Johnson presents to yuur view no 
chaos of discordant elements, no feeble interlining of the literal 
with the figurative. In his metaphors and similes the picture is 
always compleat in itself, and some particulars of exact resem- 
blance are distinctly impressed upon the reader. What image 
can be more beautiful than that which represents the beginnings 
of madness as “the variable weather of the mind, the flying va- 
«“ pours which from time to time cloud reason without eclipsing 
“it /?? Or what more apposite than that which calls Congreve’s 
personages ‘a sort of intellectual gladiators ?” 

Sometimes, indeed, it must be acknowledged, his metaphors 
succeed each other in too quick succession, and are followed up 
too elaborately ; but to commit this fault he was solicited by temp- 
tations scracely to be resisted. Much of his life had been con- 
sumed in enquiring mto the various acceptations of each word, 
all of which except the primary one are so many metaphorical 
uses of it; sothat every word suggested many metaphors to his 
mind, presenting also from his quotations a variety of other terms 
of the same class. with which it would wish to be associated. 
Thus ardour, which in his preface to his Dictionary, he observes, 
is never used to denote material heat, yet to an etymologist would 
naturally suggest it; and Johnson accordingly, speaking of the 
“ardour of posthumous fame,” says that “ some have considered 
“it as little better than sflendid madness ; as a flame kindled by 
pride and fanned by folly.” Thinking of a deep stratagem, he is 
naturally led from the depth to the surface, and deciares “ that 


* Vide Johnson’s Life of Addison. 
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“ Addison knew the heart of man from the defiths of stratagem te 
% the surface of affectation.” His subjects too were such as scarce- 
ly could be treated of without figurative diction: the powers of 


the understanding require the aid of illustration to become intelli- 


gible to common readers. But to enquire how our author illus- 
trates them, is to detect the greatest and almost the only fau!t in 
his metaphors. ‘ The mind stagnates without external veutila- 
“ tion’ —* An intellectual digestion, which concocted the pulp of 
“ learning, but refused the husks’”—* An accumulation of knowl- 
“edge impregnated his mind, fermented by study, and subiimed 
by imagination.”” From such illustrations common readers will, 
it is feared, receive but little assistance. The sourcesfrom which 
his allusions are borrowed are so abstruse and scientific, and his 
expressions so studiously technical, that even those who most 
commend his similes as apposite, cannot pretend that many ef them 
ave explanatory. 

Of the peculiarities cf Johnson’s stile, which I proposed to 
treat of under my second head, as arising from his study of har- 
mony, the principal [ may call the parailelisin of his sentences ; 
which admits no clause, without one or two concomitants, exactly 
similar in order and construction. There is scarcely a page of 
the Rambler which dees not produce abundant instances of this 
peculiarity : and what is the ornament, which, if introduced so 
eften, can be always introduced happily? Or what is the orna- 
ment, however happily introduced, which will not disgust by such 
frequent repetitions? Johnson’s mind was so comprehensive, 
that no circumstance occurred to him unaccompanied by many 
others similar ; no effect, without many others depending on the 
same or similar causes. So close an alliance in the thought natu- 
rally demanded a corresponding similitude in the expression: yet 
surely ail similar circumstances, all the effects of each cause, are 
not equally necessary to be communicated ; and as it is acknowl- 
edged that even a continued poem of pure iambics would disgust, 
variety must appear an indispensably necessary ingredient to har- 
mony. Were we even to admit then, that in any particular triod 
the construction of one of its clauses could not be altered without 
injuring the harmony of the sentence, yet a regard to the harmony 
of the whole treatise will oceasionally make such an alteration 
necessary. 


But these parallel sentences are not always faultless in them- 
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scives. Sometimes, though indeed rarely, a word is used without 
a definitive appropriation to that to which it is annexed; as in 
this instance, “ Omnipotence cannot be exalted, infinity cannot be 
“ amplified, perfection cannot be improved ;” where the exact rela- 
tios between amplitude and infinity, and between improvement, 
and perfection, is not at all kept up by exaltation being applied to 
Or:nipotence. Sometimes too words are introduced, which an- 
swer hardly any otver purpose than to make the paralielism more 
conspicuous, by adding anew member to each clause. Thus, in 
the iollowing passage, “ grows too slothful for the labour of con- 
“test, too tender for the asperity of contradiction, and too delicate 
“ for the coarseness of trath.;” where labour, asperity and coarse- 
ness are sufficiently implied in slothful, tender and delicate. 
Sometimes too the parallelism itself is unnecessarily obtruded on 
the reader, as “ quickness of apprehession and celerity of reply,” 
where * celerity” having precisely the same meaning as * quick- 
“ness,” could only have been introduced to make up the parallel- 
ism: “ Nothing is far-sought or hard-laboured”’ where the first 
adverb is essential to the sense, and the last only to the sound. 
“ When two Englishmen meet, their first talk is of the weather, 
“they are in haste to tell each other what each must already 
“know, that it is hot er cold, bright or cloudy, windy or calm.” 
Such uninteresting enumerations, since they contribute nothing 
to the meaning, we can only suppose introduced, as our author 
observes of some of Milton’s Italian naines, to answer the purpo- 
ses of harmony. 

It were unjust however not to declare, that many of his paral- 
Iclisms are altogether happy. For antithesis indeed he was most 
eminently qualified; none has exceeded him in nicety of discern- 
ment, and no author’s vocabulary has ever equalled his in a copi- 
ous assortment of forcible and definite expressions. Thus, in his 
comparison of Blackmore’s attack on the dramatic writers with 
Collier’s, “ Blackmore’s censure,” he says, “ was cold and genes 
“ral, Collier’s was personal and ardent: Blackmore taught his 
“ readers to dislike, what Collier incited them to abhor.” But it 


| is useless to multiply instances of that which all must have per- 


Ceived, since all his contrasts and comparisons possess the same 
high degree of accuracy and perfection. From the same cause 
may be inferred the excellence of his parallel sentences, where 
praise-worthy qualities are separated trom their concomitant 
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faults, or kiudred effects are disunited: as where he calls Golde 
smith “a man who had the art of being minute without tedious~ 
“ness, and general without confusion ; whose language was copi- 
“ous without exuberance, exact without constraint. and easy 
“ without weakness.” But Johnson’s triads occur so frequently, 
that I find myself always led aside to wonder, that all the effects 
from the same cause should be so often discovered reducible to 
the mystical number three: [I torment my:elfto find a reason for 
that particular order in which the effects are recited, and I am in- 
voluntarily delayed to consider, whether some are not omitted 
which have a right to be inserted, or some enumerated which due 
discretion would have suppressed. Surely I must be singular in 
my turn of thought, or this art of attention, which thus leads 
away from the main subject, cannot be an happy one. 

His «desire of harmony has led him to seek even for the minute 
ornament of alliteration. Thus, he says, “they toil without pros- 
* pect of praise, and pillage without hope of profit.”—Shakespeare 
* opens a mine, which contains gold and diamonds in inexiiausti- 
“ ble plenty, though clouded by incrustations, debased by impu- 
“ rities, and mingled with a mass of meaner minerals.” Allitera- 
tion indeed is so often casual, and so often necessary, that it is 
difficult to charge it on anauthor’s intentions. But Jounson em- 
ploys it so frequently, and continues it through so many words, 
as in the instances given above, that when we consider too how 
nearly allied it is as an ornament to parallelism, we have I think 
sufficient grounds to determine it not involuntary. 

Under this head I shall beg leave to mention one peculiarity of 
Johnson’s stile, which though it may not have arisen, at least not 
entirely, from his endeavours after harmony, yet discovers itself 
obviously to the reader by its effects upon the ear; I mean the 
studied recurrence of the same words in the latter part of the sen- 
tence, which had appeared in the former ; the favourite ornament | 
of his Idler, as parallelisms are of the Rambler, and used not un- 
frequently in the Lives of the Poets. As the use of it is attend- 
ed with many advantages and many disadvantages, the author whe 
would adopt it should watch it with a suspicious eye. If restrain- 
ed within the Dounds of moderation, it is on many occasions the 
most lively, concise, perspicuous and forcible mode of expressing 
the thought. Since the words too at their return naturally recall 
to the mind the antecedent members of the sentence, it may be 
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considered as a valuable assistant in imprinting the thought upon 
the memory. It has also this additional advantage, that as un- 
fairness in reasoning often arises from change of terms, so where 
the terms are not changed, we are apt to presume the reasoning 
to be fair, Thus, where we read in the Life of Savage the fol- 
lowing sentence, “ As he always spoke with respect of his mas- 
“ter, it is probable the mean rank in which he then appeared did 
“ not hinder his genius from beiug distinguished or his industry 
“from being rewarded ; and if in so low a state he obtained dis- 
“tinctions and rewards, it is not likely they were gained but by 
“genius and industry.” In this instance the perspicuity of the 
reasoning seems to have been preserved through ,such a chain of 
propositions, merely by the artifice of returning the same words a 
second time to the reader’s observation. But the unrestrained 
use of this art is perhaps one of the greatest faults an author can 
adopt. A fault, which burlesques grave subjects by communica- 
ting impressions of levity, and on occasions less serious, instead 
of being sprightly degenerates into quaintness : which for disqui- 
sition and reasoning gives us nothing but point and epigram ; by 
a constrained conciseness often betrays to obscurity, and where 
most successful, leads but to trite retorts and verbal oppositions, 
which the reader has already anticipated, and perhaps already 
rejected. 

Were Johnson however to be charged with negligence, it 
might be most fairly on the subject of harmony. There are 
many passages in his works where sounds almost similar are suf- 
fered to approach too near each other; and though some of these 
are too palpable to be passed over unnoticed by the author, yet I 
can never think any ear so incorrect as to adopt sameness and 
monotony for harmony. Either way however Johnson is culpa- 
ble, and his alternative is either a faulty principle, or a negligence 
in his practice. 

Yet his pages abound with memorials of close attention to 
harmony; unfortunately with memorials equally deserving of 
censure ; with heroic lines and lyric fragments. Thus, he says, 
“ Pope foresaw the future efflorescence of imagery just budding 
“in his mind, and resolved to spare no art or industry of cultiva- 
“ tion ; the soft luxuriance of his fancy was already shooting, and 
“all the gay varieties of diction were ready at his hand to co- 
*lour and embellish it.’ “I will chase the deer, I will subdue 
Vor, x11. 6 
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“the whale, resistless as the frost of darkness, and unwearied as 
“the summer sun.” Surely this is to revive the Pindaric licen- 
tiousness, to coniound the distinction between prose and poetry, 


to introduce numbers by study while negligence admits rhymes» 


and to annihilate the harmony of prose, by giving the reader an 
obvious opportunity to compare it with the harmony of versification. 

Indeed all tne peculiarities of Johnson’s style, pursued to their 
excess, tend to raise prosaic composition above itself: they give 
the admirers of Gray a fit occasion of retorting “the glittering 
“accumulation of ungraceful ornaments, the double double toil 
“ and trouble, the strutting dignity which is tali by walking on 
“ tip-toe,’’ which have so harshly been objected to their favourite. 
Simplicity is too often given up for splendor, and the reader’s 
mind is dazzled instead of being enlightened. 

I shall now conclude this enquiry into the peculiarities of 
Johnson’s style with remarking, that if I have treated more of 
blemishes than beauties, I have done it, not so much to pass cen- 
sure on Johnson, as to give warning to his imitators. I have in- 
deed selected my instances trom his writings : but in writings so 
numerous, who is there that would not sometimes have indulged 
his peculiarities in licentiousness ? I have singled him out from 
the whole body of English writers, because his universally ac- 
knowledged beautics would be most apt to induce imitation ; and 
I have treated rather on his faults than his perfections because an 
essay might comprize ali the observations I could make upon 
his faults, while volumes would not be sufficient for a treatise on 
his perfections. 





Axr 1V.—THE AYRSHIRE LEGATEES}; 
Or, the Corresfiondence of the Pringle Family. 
[From Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine.]} 


(Continued from Vol. XI. p. 427.) 

THERE was a great tea-drinking held in the Kirk-gate of Ir- 
vine, at the house of Miss Mally Glencairn, to which our intelli- 
gent correspondent, Mr. M‘Gruel, the surgeon of Kilwinning, was 
invited. Atthat assemblage of rank, beauty, and fashion, among 
other delicacies of the season, several new-come-home Clyde 
Skippers, roaring from Greenock, and Port-Glasgow, were served 
up—but nothing contributed more to the entertainment of the eve- 
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ning, than a proposal, on the part of Miss Mally, that those pre- 
sent, who had received letters from the Pringles, should read 
them for the benefit of the company. This was no doubt a pre- 
concerted scheme between her and Miss Isabella Todd, to hear 
what Mr. Andrew Pringle had said to his friend Mr. Snodgrass, 
and likewise what the doctor himself had indited to Mr. Mickle- 
wham, some rumour having spread of the wonderful escapes and 
adventures of the family in their journey and voyage to London. 
For, as Mr. M‘Gruel, with that peculiar sagacity for which he is 
eminently distinguished, justly remarked, * had there not been 
some prethought of this kind, it was not possible that both the 
helper and session clerk of Garnock could have been there toge- 
ther, in a party, where it was an understood thing that not only 
Whist and Catch Honours were to be played, but even obstrepe- 
rous Birky itself, for the diversion of such of the company as were 
not used to gambling games.” It was in consequence of what 
took place at this Irvine route, that Mr. M‘Gruel was led to think 
of collecting the letters ; and those which were read that evening, 


in addition to what we have already published, constitute the bur- 
then of our present article. 


Letter VIII. 


Miss Rachel Pringle to Mise Isabella Todd. 
London. 

My Dear Be.tt,—It was my heartfelt intention to keep a re- 
gular journal of all our proceedings, from the sad day on which 
I bade a long adieu to my native shades-—and I persevered with a 
constancy becoming our dear and youthful friendship, in writing 
down every thing that I saw, either rare or beautiful, till the hour 
of our departure from Leith. In that faithful register of my feel- 
ings and reflections as a traveller, I described our embarkation at 
Greenock, on board the steam-boat,—our sailing past Port-Glas- 
gow, an insignificant town, with a steeple ; the stupendous rock 
of Dumbarton Castle,—that Gibraltar of antiquity ;—our landing at 
Glasgow,—my astonishment at the magnificence of that opulent 
metropolis of the muslin manufacturers. My brother’s remark, 
that the punch bowls on the roofs of the infirmary, the museum, 
and the other trade’s hall, were emblematic of the universal esti- 
mation in which that celebrated mixture is held by all ranks and 
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degrees—learned, commercial, and even medical, of the inhabi- 
tants ;—our arrival at Edinburgh—my emotion on beholding the 
castle, and the visionary lake which may be nightly seen from the 


‘windows of Prince’s street, between the old and new town, re- 


fiecting the lights of the lofty city beyond—with a thousand other 
delightful and romantic circumstances, which render it no longer 
surprising that the Edinburgh folk should be, as they think them- 
selves, the most accomplished people in the world. But alas, from 
the moment { placed my toot on board that cruel vessel, of which 
the very idea is anguish—all thoughts were swallowed up in suf- 
fering—swallowed, did I say ? ah, my dear Bell, it was the odious 
reverse—but imagination alone can do justice to the subject. Not, 
however, to dwell on what is past, during the whole time of our 
passage from Leith, I was unable to think, far less to write—and, 
although there was a handsume young officer belonging to the ce- 
lebrated Glasgow Huzzars, also a passenger, I could not even lis- 
ten to the elegant compliments which he seemed disposed to of- 
fer by way ef consolation, when he had got the better of his own 
sickness. Neither love nor vaiour can withstand the influence of 
that sea demon. The interruption thus occasioned to my obser- 
vations, made me destroy my journal, and I have now to write to 
you only about London—only about London! What an expres- 
sion tor this human universe, as my brother calls it, as if my weak 
femenine pen were equal to the stupendous theme * 

But before entering on the subject, let me first satisfy the anx- 
iety of your faithful bosom with respect to my father’s legacy. All 
the accounts, Iam happy to tell you, are likely to be amicably set- 
tled, but the exact amount is not known as yet, only I can see, by 
my brother’s manner, that it is not less than we expected, and my 
mother speaks about sending te toa boarding school to learn ac- 
complishments ; nothing, however, is to be done until something 
is actually in hand. But what does it all avail to me ?—here am 
J,a solitary being in the midst of this wilderness of mankind, far 
from your sympathizing affection, with the dismal prospect before 
me of going a second time to school, and without the prospect of 
enjoying, with my own sweet companions, that light and bounding 


galety we were wont to share in skipping from tomb to tomb in 
the breezy churchyard of Irvine, like butterflies in spring, fly- 
ing from flower to flower, as a Wordsworth or a Wilson would 
express it. 
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We have got elegant lodgings at present in Norfolk-street, but 
my brether is trying, with all his address, toget us removed to a 
more fashionable part of the town, which, if the accounts were 
once settled, I think will take place—and he proposes to hire a 
carriage for a whole month ; indeed, he has given hints about the 
saving that might be made by buying one of ourown; but my mother 
shakes her head, and says, “ Andrew dinna be carrit,’’—from all 
which it is very plain, though they don’t allow me to know their 
secrets, that the legacy is worth the coming for. But, to return 
to the lodgings, we have what is called a first and second floor, a 
drawing room, and three handsome ted-chambers. The drawing 
room is very elegant ; and the carpet is the exact same pattern of 
the one in the dress-drawing-room of Eglintoun castle. Our land- 
lady is indeed a lady, and I am surprised how she should think of 
letting lodgings, for she dresses better, and wears finer lace, than 
ever I sawin Irvine. But I am interrupted.— 

I now resume my pen—we have just had a call from Mrs. and 
Miss Argent, the wife and daughter of the Colonel’s man of busi. 
ness. They seem great people, and came in their own chariot, 
with two grand footmen behind ; but they are pleasant and easy, 
and the object of their visit was to invite us to a family dinnerto mor- 
row, Sunday. I hope we may become better acquainted ; but the 
two livery servants make such a difference in our degrees, that I 
fear this is a vain expectation. Miss Argent, was, however, very 
frank, and told me that she was herself only just come to London 
for the first time since she was a child, having been for the last 
seven years ata school in the country. I shall, however, be better 
able to say more about her in my next Ictter. Do not, however, 
be afraid that she shall ever supplant you in my heart—no, my dear 
friend, companion of iny days ©. :nnocence,—that can never be— 
but this call from such persons of fashion, looks as if the legacy 
had given us some consideration ; so that I think my father and 
mother may as weli let me know at once what my prospects are, 
that 1 might show you how disinterestedly and truly I am, my dear 
Bell, yours, 

RACHEL PRINGLE. 


When Miss Isabella Todd had read the letter, Mr. M‘Grueil 
says, there was a solemn pause for some time—all present knew 
something, more or less, of the fair writer; but a carriage, a car- 
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pet, like the best at Eglintoun, a Glasgow Huzzar, and two foot- 
men in livery, were phantoms of such high import, that no one 
could distinctly express the feelings with which the intelligence 
affected them. It was, however, unanimously agreed, that the 
doctor’s legacy had every symptom of being equal to what it was 
at first expected to be, namely, twenty thousand pounds ;-—a sum 
which, by some occult or recondite moral influence of the Lottery, 
is the common maximum, in popular estimation, of any extraor- 
dinary and indefinite windfall of fortune. Miss Becky Glibbans, 
from the purest motives of charity, devoutly wished that poor 
Rachel might be able to carry her full cup with a steady hand; 
and the Rev. Mr. Snodgrass, that so commendable an expression 
might not lose its edifying effect, by any lighter talk, requested 
Mr. Micklewham to read his letter from the doctor. 


LeTTeER IX. 


The Rev. Z. Pringle, D. D.to Mr. Mcklewham, Schoolmasater and 

Session Crerk of Garnock. 
London. 
Dear Sirn,—I have written by the post that will take this to 
hand, a ietterto Banker M********y, at Irvine, concerning some 
small matters of money that I may stand in need of his opinion 
anent; and as there is a prospect now of a settlement of the lega- 
cy business, f wish you to take a step over to the banker, and he 
will give you ten pounds, which you will administer to the poor, 
by putting a twenty shilling note in the plate on Sunday, as a pub- 
lic testimony froin me of thankfulness for the hope that is before 
us ; the other nine pounds you will quietly, and in your own can- 
ny way, divide after the tollowing manner, letting none of the par- 
takers thereof know from what other hand than the Lord’s the 
help comes, for indeed from whom but nis does any good be- 
fall us. 

You will give to auld Mizy Eccles ten shillings.  She’s a care- 
ful creature, and it will go as far with her thrift as twenty will do 
with Effy Hopkirk ; so you will give Effvtwenty. Mrs. Binacle, 
who lost her husband, the sailor, last winter, is, I am sure, with 
her two sickly bairns, very ill aff; I would therefore like if you 
will lend her a note, and ye may put half a crown in the hand of 
cach of the poor weans for a playock, for she’s a proud spirit, and 
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will bear much before she complain. Thomas Dowy has been 
long unable to do a turn of work, so you may give him a note too. 
I promised that donsy body, Willy Shachle, the betherel, that when 
I got my legacy, he should get a guinea, which would be more 
to him than if the Coionel had died at home, and he had had the 
howking of his grave ; you may therefore, in the mean time, give 
Willy a crown, and be sure to warn him well not to get fou with 
it, for I’ll be very angry if he does. But what in this matter will 
need all your skill, is the giving of the remaining five pounds to 
auld Miss Betty Peerie ; being a gentlewoman both by blood and 
education, she’s a very slimmer affair to handle in a doing of this 
kind. But I am persuaded she’s in as great necessity as many 
that seem far poorer, especially since the muslin flowering has 
gone so down. Her bits of brats are sairly worn, though she keeps 
out an apparition of yentility. Now, for all this trouble, I will 
give you an account of what we have been doing since my last. 

When we had gotten ourselves made up in order, we went with 
Andrew Pringle, my son, to the counting-house, and had a satis- 
factory vista of tne residue, but it will be some time before things 
can be settled—indeed, I fear, not for months to come—so that [ 
have been thinking, if the parish was pleased with Mr. Snodgrass, 
it might be my duty to my people to give up to him my stipend, 
and let him be appointed not only helper, but successor likewise. 
It would not be right of me to give the manse, both because he’s 
a young and inexperienced man, and cannot, in the course of na- 
ture, have got into the way of visiting the sick-beds of the frail, 
which is the main part of a pastor’s duty, and likewise because I 
wish to die, as I have lived, among my people. But when all’e 
settled, I will know better what to do. 

When we had got an inkling from Mr. Argent of what the 
Colonel has left, and I do assure you, that money is not to be got 
even in the way of legacy, without anxiety,—Mrs. Pringle and { 
consulted together, and resolved that it was our first duty, as a 
token of our gratitude to the Giver of all Good, to make our first 
outlay to the poor. So without saying a word either to Rachel, 
or to Andrew Pringle, my son, knowing that there was a daily 
worship in the church of Eng!and, we slipped out of the house 
by ourselves, and hiring a hackney conveyance, told the driver 
thereof to drive us to the high church of St. Paul’s. This was 
out of no respect to the pomp and pride of prelacy, but to Him 
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pet, like the best at Eglintoun, a Glasgow Huzzar, and two foot- 
men in livery, were phantoms of such high import, that no one 
could distinctly express the feelings with which the intelligence 
affected them. It was, however, unanimously agreed, that the 
doctor’s legacy had every symptom of being equal to what it was 
at first expected to be, namely, twenty thousand pounds ;-=a sum 
which, by some occult or recondite moral influence of the Lottery, 
is the common maximum, in popular estimation, of any extraor- 
dinary and indefinite windfall of fortune. Miss Becky Glibbans, 
from the purest motives of charity, devoutly wished that poor 
Rachel might be able to carry her full cup with a steady hand ; 
and the Rev. Mr. Snodgrass, that so commendable an expression 
might not lose its edifying effect, by any lighter talk, requested 
Mr. Micklewham to read his letter from the doctor. 


LETTER IX. 


The Rev. Z. Pringle, D. D.to Mr. Mcklewham, Schoolmaster and 

Session Crerk of Garnock. 

London. 
De«r Sirn,—I have written by the post that will take this to 
hand, a ictterto Banker M********y, at Irvine, concerning some 
small matters of money that I may stand in need of his opinion 
anent; and as there is a prospect now of a settlement of the lega- 
cy business, wish you to take a step over to the banker, and he 
will give you ten pounds, which you will administer to the poor, 
by putting a twenty shilling note in the plate on Sunday, as a pub- 
lic testimony froin me of thankfulness for the hope that is before 
us; the other nine pounds you will quietly, and in your own can- 
ny way, divide after the tollowing manner, letting none of the par- 
takers thereof know from what other hand than the Lord’s the 
y help comes, for indeed from whom but His does any good be- 
fall us. 

You will give to auld Mizy Eccles ten shillings. She’s a care- 
ful creature, and it will go as far with her thrift as twenty will do 
with Effy Hopkirk ; so you will give Effvtwenty. Mrs. Binacle, 
who lost her husband, the sailor, last winter, is, I am sure, with 
her two sickly bairns, very ill aff; I would therefore like if you 
will lend her a note, and ye may put half a crown in the hand of 

cach of the poor weans for a playock, for she’s a proud spirit, and 
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will bear much before she complain. Thomas Dowy has been 
long unable to do a turn of work, so you may give him a note too. 
I promised that donsy body, Willy Shachle, the betherel, that when 
I got my legacy, he should get a guinea, which would be more 
to him than if the Coionel had died at home, and he had had the 
howking of his grave ; you may therefore, in the mean time, give 
Willy a crown, and be sure to warn him well not to get fou with 
it, for Pll be very angry if he does. But what im this matter will 
need all your skill, is the giving of the remaining five pounds to 
auld Miss Betty Peerie ; being a gentlewoman both by blood and 
education, she’s a very slimmer affair to handle in a doing of this 
kind. But I am persuaded she’s in as great necessity as many 
that seem far poorer, especially since the muslin flowering has 
gone so down. Her bits of brats are sairly worn, though she keeps 
out an apparition of yentility. Now, for all this trouble, I will 
give you an account of what we have been doing since my last. 

When we had gotten ourselves made up in order, we went with 
Andrew Pringle, my son, to the counting-house, and had a satis- 
factory vista of tne residue, but it will be some time before things 
can be settled—indeed, I fear, not for months to come——so that [ 
have been thinking, if the parish was pleased with Mr. Snodgrass, 
it might be my duty to my people to give up to him my stipend, 
and let him be appointed not only helper, but successor likewise. 
It would not be right of me to give the manse, both because he’s 
a young and inexperienced man, and cannot, in the course of na- 
ture, have got into the way of visiting the sick-beds of the frail, 
which is the main part of a pastor’s duty, and likewise because I 
wish to die, as I have lived, among my people. But when all’e 
settied, I will know better what to do. 

When we had got an inkling from Mr. Argent of what the 
Colonel has left, and I do assure you, that money is not to be got, 
even in the way of legacy, without anxiety,—Mrs. Pringle and { 
consulted together, and resolved that it was our first duty, as a 
token of our gratitude to the Giver of all Good, to make our first 
outlay to the poor. So without saying a word either to Rachel, 
or to Andrew Pringle, my son, knowing that there was a daily 
worship in the church of Eng!and, we slipped out of the house 
by ourselves, and hiring a hackney conveyance, told the driver 
thereof to drive us to the high church of St. Paul’s. This was 
out of no respect to the pomp and pride of prelacy, but to Him 
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before whom both pope and presbyter are equal, as they are seen; 
through the merits oi Christ Jesus. We had taken a golden 


' guinea in our hand, but there was no broad at tlie door, and in- 


stead of a venerable elder lending sanctity to his office, by reason 
of his age, such as we see in the effectual institutions oi our own 
national church—the door was kept by a young man, much more 
like a writer’s whipper-snapper-clerk than one qualified to fill 
that station, which good king David would have preterred to dwell- 
ing in tents of sin. However, we were not come to spy the nak- 
edness of the land, so we went up the outside stairs, and I asked 
at him for the plate ; * Plate !’”? says he, * why it’s on the altar !” 
I should have known this—the custom of old being to lay the of- 
ferings on the altar, but I had forgot, such is the force you see of 
habit, that the Church of Engiand is not so well reformed and 
purged as ours is from the abominations of the leaven of idolatry. 
We were then stepping forward, when he said to me as sharply 
as if I was going to take an advamtage, “ you must pay here ;” 
« very well, wherever it is customary,” said I, in a meek manner, 
and gave him the guinea. Mrs. Pringle did the same. “I can- 
not give you change,” cried he, with as little decurum as if we 
had been paying at a playhouse. “ It makes no odds,” said I, 
“ keep it all.” Whereupon he was so converted by the mam- 
mon of iniquity, that he could not be civil enough he thought— 
but conducted us in and showed us the marble monuments, and the 
French colours that were taken in the war, till the time of wor- 
ship—nothing could surpass his discretion. 

At last the organ began to sound, and we went into the place of 
worship—but, O Mr. Micklewham, yon is athin kirk. There was 
not a hearer forby Mrs. Pringle and me, saving and excepting 
the relics of popery that assisted at the service. What was said 
I must, however, in verity confess was not far from the point. 
But it’s still a comfort to see that prelatical usurpations are on 
the downfal; no wonder that there is no broad at the door to re- 
ceive the collection for the poor, when no congregation entereth 
in. You may, therefore, tell Mr. Craig, and it will gladden his 
heart to hear the tidings, that the great Babylonian madam is now, 
indeed, but a very little cutty. 

On our return home to our lodgings, we found Andrew Pringle, 
my son, and Rachel, in great consternation about our absence. 
When we told them that we had been at worship, I saw they were 
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both deeply affected, and I was pleased with my children, the 
more so, as you know I have had my doubts that Andrew Pringle’s 
principles have not been strengthened by the reading of the Edin- 
burgh Review. Nothing more passed at that time, for we were 
disturbed by a Captain Sabre that came up with us in the smack, 
calling to see how we were after our journey; and as he was a ci- 
vil, well-bred young man, which I marvel at, considering he’s a 
hussar dragoon, we took a coach, and went to see the lions, as he 
said ; but instead of taking us to the tower of London, as I ex- 
pected, he ordered the man to drive us round the town. In our 
way through the city he showed us the Temple Bar, where Lord 
Kilmarnock’s head was placed after the rebellion, and pointed out 
the Bank of England and Royal Exchange. He said the steeple 
of the Exchange was taken down shortly ago—and that the late 
improvements at the bank were very grand I remembered hay'ng 
read in the Edinburgh Advertiser, some years past, that there was 
a great deal said in Parliament about the state of the Exchange, and 
the condition of the bank, which I could never thoroughly under- 
stand. And, no doubt, the taking down of an old building, and the 
building up of a new one so near together, must, in such a crowded 
city as this. be not only a great detriment to business, but danger- 
ous to the community at large. 

After we had driven about for more thantwo hours, andneither seen 
lions nor any other curiosity, but only the outside of houses, we 
returncd home, where we found a copperplate card left by. Mr. Ar- 
gent, the Colonel’s agent, with the name of his private dwelling- 
house. Both me and Mrs. Pringle were confounded at the sight of 
this thing, and could not but think that it prognosticated no good ; 
for we had seen the gentleman himself in the forenoon. Andrew 
Pringle, my son, could give no satisfactory reason for such an ex- 
traordinary manifestation of anxiety to sce us, so that after sitting 
in thorns at our dinner, I thought that we should see to the bottom 
of the business. Accordingly, a hackney was summoned to the 
door, and me and Andrew Pringle, my son, got into it, and told 
the man to drive to second in the street where Mr. Argent lived, 
and which was the number of his house. The man got up, and 
away we went, but after he had driven an awful time, and stopping 
and inquiring at different places, he said there was no such house 
as Second’s in the street, whereupon Andrew Pringle, my son, 
asked him what he meant, and the man said, that he supposed it . 
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was one Second’s Hotel, or Coffeehouse that we wanted. NoW 
only think of the craftiness of the neer-da-weel, it was with some 
difficulty that I could get him to understand, that second was just 
as good as number two, for Andrew Pringle, my son, would 
not interfere, but lay back in the coach, and was like to split 
his sides at my confabulating with the hackney man. At long 
and length we got to the house, and were admitted to Mr. Ar- 
gent, who was sitting by himself in his library reading, with 
a plate of oranges, and two decauiters with wine before him. I 
explained to him, as well as I could, my surprise and aniexty at 
seeing his card, at which he smiled, and said, it was mere- 
ly a sort of practice that had come into fashion of late years; 
although we had been at his countinghouse in the morning, he 
considered it requisite that he should call on his return from the 
city. I made the best excuse I could for the mistake, and the 
servant having placed glasses on the table, we were invited to take 
wine. But I was grieved to think that so respectable a man should 
have had the bottles before him by himself, the more especially 
as he said his wife and daughters had gone to a party, and that he 
did not much like such sort of things. But for all that we found 
him a wonderful conversible man, and Andrew Pringle, my son, 
having read all the new books put out at Edinburgh, could speak 
with him on any subject. In the course of coversation they touch- 
ed on politic economy, and Andrew Pringle, my son, in speaking 
about cash in the Bank of England, told him what I had said con- 
cerning the alterations of the Royal Exchange Steeple, with 
which Mr. Argent seemed greatly pleased, and jocosely proposed 
as a toast, “ may the country never suffer more from the alterations 
in the Exchange, than the taking down of the steeple.” But as 
Mrs. Pringle is wanting to send a bit line under the same frank to 
her cousin Miss Maily Glencairn, I must draw to a conclusion, as- 
suring you, that I am, dear sir, your sincere friend and pastor, 
ZACHARIAH PRINGLE. 


The impression which this letter made on the auditors of Mr. 
Micklewham was highly favourable to the doctor—all bore testi- 
mony to his benevolence and piety, and Mrs. Glibbans expressed, 
in very loquacious terms, her satisfaction at the neglect to which 
prelacy was consigned. The only person who seemed to be af- 
fected by other than the most sedate feelings on the occasion, was 
the Rev. Mr. Snodgrass, who was observed to smile in a very un- 
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Hecoming manner at some partsof the doctor’s account of his recep- 
tion at St. Paul’s. Indeed, it was apparently with the utmost dif- 
ficulty that the young clergyman could restrain himself from giv- 
ing liberty to his risible faculties. It is really surprising how dif- 
ferently the same thing affects different people. “ The Doctor 
and Mrs. Pringle giving a guinea at the door of St. Paul’s for the 
poor need not make folk laugh,” said Mrs. Glibbans, “ for is it not 
written, that whosoever giveth to the poor lendeth to the Lord ?” 
“True, my dear Madam,” replied Mr. Snodgrass, “ but the Lord 
to whom our friends in this case gave their money, is the Lord Bi- 
shop of London; all the collection made at the doors of St. Paul’s 
Cathedral is, I understand, a perquisite of the Bishop’s. In this the 
Rey. gentleman was not very correctly informed, for, in the first 
place, it is not acollection, but anexactien; and, inthe second place, 
it is only sanctioned by the Bishop, who allows the inferiorclergy to 
share the gains among themselves. Mrs. Glibbans, however, on 
hearing his explanation, exclaimed, “ Gude be about us,”’ and push- 
ing back her chair with a bounce, streaking down her gown at the 
same time with both her hands, added, “ no wonder that a judgment 
is upon the land, when we hear of money changers in the temple.” 
Miss Mally Glencairn, to appease her gathering wrath and holy in- 
dignation, said, facetiously, “ Na,na, Mrs. Giibbans, ye forget, there 
was na changing of money there. The man took the whole guineas. 
But not to make a controversy on the subject, Mr. Snodgrass will 
now let us hear what Andrew Pringle, ‘ my son,’ has said to him :” 
— And the Reverend gentleman read the following letter with due 
circumspection, and in his best manner. 


LETTER X. 


Andrew Pringle, Esq. to the Rev. Charles Snodgrass. 

My Dear Friznp,—I have heard it alleged, as the observa- 
tion of a great traveller, that the manners of the higher classes of 
society, throughout Christendom are so much alike, that nation- 
al peculiarities among them are scarcely perceptible. This is 
not correct; the differences between those of London and Edin- 
burgh are to me very striking. It is not that they talk and per- 
form the little etiquettes of social intercourse differently ; for in 
these respects they are apparently as similar as it is possible for 
imitation to make them ; but the difference to which I refer is an 
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indescribable something which can only be compared to peculiari- 


. ies of accent. They both speak the same language ; perhaps in 


classical purity of phraseology the fashionable Scotchman is even 
superior to the Englishtaan, but there is a flatness of tone in his 
accent, a lack of what the tnusicians call expression, which gives 
a locai and provincial effect to his conversation, however in other 
respects learned and intelligent. It is so with his manners ; he con- 
ducts himself with equal ease, self-possession, and discernment, 
but the flavour of the metropolitan style is wanting. 

I have been led to make these remarks by what I noticed in the 
guests whom I met on Friday at young Argent’s. It was a small 
party, only five strangers, but they seemed to be all particular 
friends of our host, and yet none of them appeared to be on any 
terms of intimacy with each other. In Edinburgh, such a party 
would have been at first a little cold; each of the guests would 
there have paused to estimate the characters of the several stran- 
gers before committing himself with any topic of conversation. 
But here the circumstance of being brought together by a mutual 
friend produced at once the purest gentlemanly confidence ; each, 
as it were, took it for granted that the persons whom he had come 
among were men of education and good breeding, and, without 
deeming it at all necessary that he should know something of their 
respective political and philosophical principles, before venturing to 
speak on such subjects, discussed frankly, and as things unconnect- 
ed with party fcelings, incidental occurrences which in Edinburgh 
would have been avoided as calculated to awaken animosities. 

But the most remarkable feature of the company, small as it 
was, consisted of the difference in the condition and character of 
the guests. In Edinburgh the landlord, with the scrupulous care 
of a herald or gencalogist, would, fora party, previously unacquaint- 
ed with each other, have chosen his guests as nearly as possible 
from the same rank of life; the London host had paid no respect 
to any such consideration—all the strangers were as dissimilar in 
fortune, profession, connexions, and politics, as any four men in 
the class of gentlemen cculd wellbe. I never spent a more de- 
liglitful evening. 

The ablest, the most eloquent, and the most elegant man pre- 
sent, without question, was the son of a sadler. No expense had 
been spared on his education. His father, proud of his talents, 
had intended him for a seat in parliament; but Mr, T—— him- 
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self prefers the easy enjoyments of private life, and has kept him- 
self aloof from politics and parties. Were I to form an estimate of 
his qualifications to excel in public speaking, by the clearness and 
beautiful propriety of his colloquial language, I should conclude 
that he was still destined to perform a distinguished part. But he 
is content with the liberty of a private station, asa spectator only, 
and, perhaps, in that he shows his wisdom ; for undoubtedly such 
men are not cordially received among hereditary statesmen, un- 
less they evince a certain suppleness of principle, such as we have 
seen in the conduct of more than one political adventurer, 7 

The next in point of effect was young C G . He evi- 
dently languished under the influence of indisposition, which, 
while it added to the natural gentleness of his manners, diminish- 
ed the impression his accomplishments would otherwise have 
made—I was greatly struck with the modesty with which he of- 
fered his opinions, and could scarcely credit that he was the same 
individual whose eloquence in parliament is by many compared 
even to Mr. Canning’s, and whose firmness of principle is so uni- 
versally acknowledged, that no one ever suspects him of being 
liable to change. You may have heard of his poem “ On the re- 
storation of learning in the east,” the most magnificent prize essay 
that the English universities have produced for many years. The 
passage in which he describes the talents, the researches, and 
learning of Sir William Jones, is worthy of the imagination of 
Burke, and yet, with all this oriental splendour of fancy, he has the 
reputation of being a patient and methodical man of business. He 
looks, however, much more like a poet and a student, than an or- 
ator and a statesman ; and were statesmen the sort of personages 
which the spirit of the age attempts to represent them, I for one, 
should lament that a young man, possessed of so many amiable 
qualities, all so tinted with the bright lights of a fine enthusiasm, 
should ever have been removed from the moonlighted groves and 
peaceful cloisters of Magdalen college, to the lampsmelling pas- 
sages and factious debates of St. Stephen’s chapel. Mr. G. cer- 
tainly belongs to that high class of gifted men who, to the honour 
of the aye, have redeemed the literary character from the charge 
of unfitness for the concerns of public business ; and he has shown 
that talents for affairs of state, connected with literary predilections, 
are not limited to mere reviewers, as some of your old classfellows 
would have the world to believe. When I contrast the quiet un- 
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obtrusive developement of Mr. G’s character with that bustling 
- and obstreperous clbowing into notice of some of those to whom the 
Edinburgh Review owes half its fame, and compare the pure and 
steady lustre of his elevation, to the rocket-like aberrations and 
perturbed blaze of their still uncertain course, I cannot but think 
that we have overrated, if not their ability, at least their wisdom 
in the management of public affairs. 

The third of the party was a little Yorkshire baronet. He 
was formerly in Parliament, but left it, as he says, on account of its 
irregularities, and the bad hours it kept. He isa Whig, I under- 
stand, in politics, and indeed one might guessas much by looking at 
him ; for I have always remarked, that your Whigs have something 
odd and particular about them. On making the same sort of re- 
mark to Argent, who, by the way, is a high ministerial man, he ob- 
served, the thing was not to be wondered at, considering that the 
Whigs are exceptious to the generality of mankind, which natu- 
rally accounts for their being always in the minority. Mr. T ’ 
the sadler’s son, who overheard us, said, slyly, “ that it might be 
so, but if it be true that the wise are few compared to the multi- 
tude of the foolish, things would be better managed by the minori- 
ty than as they are at present.” 

The fourth guest was a stock broker, a shrewd compound, with 
all charity be it spoken, ofknavery and humour. He is by profes- 
sion an epicure, but I suspect his accomplishments in that capaci- 
ty are not very well founded ; I would almost say, judging by the 
evident traces of craft and dissimulation in his physiognomy, that 
they have been assumed as part of the means of getting into good 
company, to drive the more earnest trade of money-making. Ar- 
gent evidently understood his true character, though he treated 
him with jocular familiarity. I thought it a fine example of the in- 
tellectua!l superiority of T , that he seemed to view him with 
dislike and contempt. But I must not give you my reasons for so 
thinking, as you set no vaiue on my own particular philcsophy, 
besides, my paper tells me, that I have only room left to say, that 
it would be difficult in Edinburgh to bring such a party together ; 
and yet they affect there to have also a metropolitan character. In 
saying this, | mean only with reference to manners, the methods of 
behaviour in each of the company were precisely similar—there 
was no eccentricity, but only that distinct and decided individuality 
which nature gives, and which no acquired habits can change,— 
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‘each, however, was the representative of a class, and Edinburgh has 
no classes exactly of the same kind as those to which they belong- 
od,— Yours truly, 


ANDREW PRINGLE. 


Just as Mr. Snodgrass concluded the last sentence, Captain 
Jemmy T n, one of the Clyde skivpers, who had fallen 
asleep, gave such an extravagant snore, followed by a groan, that 
it set the whole company a laughing, and interrupted the critical 
strictures which would otherwise have been made on Mr. Andrew 
Pringle’s epistle. “ D n it,” said Jemmy, “ I thought myself 
in a fog, and could not tell whether the land a-head was Piada or 
the Lady Isle.” Some of the company thought the observation not 
inapplicable to what they had been hearing. | 

Miss Isabella Todd then begged that Miss Mally, their hostess, 
would favour the company with Mrs. Pringle’s communication. 
To this request that considerate maiden ornamentof the Kirk-gate, 
deemed it necessary, by way of preface to the letter to say, “ Ye a’ 
ken that Mrs. Pringle’s a managing woman, and ye maunna ex- 
pect any metaphysical philosophy from her.” Inthe mean time, 
having taken the letter from her pocket, and placed her spectacles 
on that functionary of the face which was destined to wear specta- 
cles, she began as follows :-— 








LETTER XI. 


Mrs. Pringle to Miss Mailly Glencairn. 

My pear Miss Matiy,—We have been at the counting-house, 
and gotten a sort of a satisfaction : what the upshot may be, I can- 
na take it upon myself to prognostricate, but when the war comes 
to the warst, I think that baith Rachel and Andrew will have a 
nest egg, and the doctor and me may sleep sound on their account, 
if the nation does na break, as the Arglebarglers in the House of 
Parliament have been threatening : for all the Cornal’s fortune is 
sunk at present in the per cents. Howsomever, it’s cur notion, 
when the legacies are paid off, to lift the money out of the funds, 
and place it at good interest on hairetable securitie. But ye will 
hear after from us, before things come to that, for the delays, and 


the goings and the comings in this town of Lendon, are past all ex- 
preshon. , 
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As yet, we have been to.see no fairlies, except going in a coach 
. from one part of the toun to another ; but the Doctor and me was at 
the he-kirk of Saint Paul’s for a purpose that I need not tell you, as 
it was a-doing with the right hand what the left should not know. 
I could na say that I had there great pleasure, for the preacher was 
very cauldrife, and read every word, and then there was such a beg- 
gary of popish prelacy, that it was compassionate to a Christian to 
see. 
Weare to dine at Mr. Argent’s, the Cornal’s hadgint, on Sunday, 
and me and Rachel have been getting something for the okasion. 
Our landlady, Mrs. Sharkly, has recommended us to ane of the 
most fashionable millinders in London, who keeps a grand shop in 
Cranburn Alla, and she has brought us arteecles to look at ; but I 
was surprised they were not finer, for I thought them of a vera in- 
ferior qualaty, which she said was because they were not made for 
no costomer, but for the public. 
The Argents seem as if they would be discreet peeple, which, 
to us who are here inthe jaws of jeopardy, would be a great comfort 
—for Iam no overly satisfeet with many things. What would ye 
think of buying coals by the stimpert, for any thing that I know, 
and then setting up the poker afore the ribs, instead of blowing 
with the bellies to make the fire burn? I was of a pinion that the 
Englishers were naturally wasterful ; but I can ashure you this is 
no the case at all—and I am beginning to think that the way of 
leeving from hand to mouth is great frugality, when ye consider 
that all is left in the logive hands of uncercumseezed servans. 
But what gives me the most concern at this time is one 
Captain Sabre of the Dragoon Hozars, who come up in the smak 
with us from Leith, and is looking more after our Rachel than I 
By could wish, now, that she might set her cap to another sort of ob- 
ject. But he’s of a respectit family, and the young lad himself 
is no to be despisid, howsomever, I never likit officir-men of any 
description, and yet the thing that makes me look down on the 
captain, is all owing to the Cornal, who was an officer of the native 
poors of India, where the pay must indeed have been extraordi- 
nar, for who ever heard either of a cornal, or any oficer whom- 
soever, making a hundred thousand pounds in our regiments, no 
that I say the Corna! has left so meikle to us. 

Tell Mrs. Glibbans that I have not heard of no sound preacher 
a$ yet in London, the want of which is no doubt the great cause of 
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the crying sins of the place; what would she think to hear of 
newspapers selling by tout of horn on the Lord’s day ; and on the 
Sabbath night, the change houses are more throng than on the 
Saturday. I am told, but as yet I cannot say that I have seen the 
evil myself with my own eyes, that in the summer time there 
are tea-gardens where the tradesmen go to smoke their pipes of 
tobacco, and to entertain their wives and children, which can be 
nothing less then a bringing of them to an untimely end. But 
you will be surprised to hear, that no such thing as whusky is to 
be had in the public houses, where they drink only a dead sort of 
bear ; and that a bottle of true jennyinn London porter is rarely to 
be seen in the whole town—all kinds of piple getting their portor 
in pewter cans, and a ladie calls for in the morning to take away 
what has been yoused over night. But what I most miss is the 
want of creem. The milk here is just skimm, and I doot not, 
likewise well-watered—as for the water, a drink of clear whole- 
some good water is not within the bounds of London; and truly, 
now may I say, that [ have learnt what the blessing of a cup of 
cold water is. 

Tell Miss Nancy Eydent, that the day of the burial is now set- 
tled, when we are going to Windsor Castle to see the prescesson 
—~and that by the end of the wick, she may expect the fashons 
from me with all the particulars. Tull then, 1 am, my dear Miss 
Mally, Your friend and well wisher, 

JANET PRINGLE. 

Noto Beny.—Give my kind compliments to Mrs. Glibbans, and 
let her know, that I will, after Sunday, give her an account of 
the state of the Gospel in London. 


Miss Mally paused when she had read the letter, and it was 
unanimously agreed, that Mrs. Pringle gave a more full account 
of London, than either father, son, or daughter. By this time the 
night was far advanced, and Mrs. Glibbans was rising to go aways 
apprehensive, as she observed, that they were going to bring “ the 
carts” into the room. Upon Miss Mally, however, assuring her, 
that no such transgression was meditated, but that she intended 
to treat them with a bit nice Highland-mutton ham, and eggs, of 
her own laying, that worthy pillar of the Relief Kirk consented to 
remain. 

It was past eleven o’clock when the party broke up; Mr, 
VoL, XII. 8 
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M‘Gruel, with Mr. Snodgrass, and Mr. Micklewham, walked 
home together, and as they were crossing the Red burn bridge, 
at the entrance of Eglintoun wood,—a place well noted from an- 
cient times for preternatural appearances, Mr. Micklewham de- 
clared, that he thought he heard something purring among the 
bushes ; upon which Mr. M‘Gruel makes an observation, stating, 
that it could be nothing but the effect of Lord North’s strong ale 
in his weak head, adding, by way of explanation, that the Lord 
North here spoken of, was Willy Grieve, celebrated in Irvine for 
the strength and flavour of his brewing, and that in addition to a 
plentiful supply of his best, Miss Mally had entertained them with 
tamarind punch, constituting, in the opinion of Mr. M‘Gruel, a na- 
tural cause adequate to produce all the preternatural purring that 


terrified the domine. 
( To be continued.) 





FOR THE PORT FOLIO. 


ArT. V.—Account of the Cherokee Schools. 
By Gen, Calvin Jones, of North Carolina. 


I must premise that when I visited the Cherokee nation lately, 
I had ne predilections in its favour. I had known something of 
two nations of Indians, and that all attempts to civilize one of them 
had been unavailing, and had every where seen the various tribes 
recede and melt away at the approach of the white people. I had 
always believed the enthusiastic zeal ef good men led them to ex- 
pect human means would accomplish what had been denied by an 
interdict of nature; that there were physical as well as moral 
causes which would for ever prevent the civilization of these sa- 
vages until the capabilities of their minds were improved, matur- 
ed, and perfected, by the long continued existence of their race 
and species. But I have seen the nation and have witnessed the 
attempts which are making to instruct and humanize it, and am 
no longer sceptical. 1 renounce my Darwinian error. I firmly 
believe, if the efforts now making are duly seconded, the little that 
remains of a brave and unfortunate nation will be rescued from 
barbarism, suffering, and utter annihilation, 

Heretofore there seems to have been more zeal for christianity, 
than knowledge of the constitution of the human mind, employed 
in missionary labours. Little is to ke expected from preaching 
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abstruse doctrines to men who have never been taught the exer- 
cise of their thinking faculties. The American board of com- 
missioners for foreign missions have profited by experience of 
the abortive attempts of others: they have anatomized the mind 
and know its properties and structure ; they have learned (to bor- 
row the expression of the poet,) taat the twig must be bent to give 
fashion to the tree. 

The first school in the Cherokee nation was founded by the Rev: 
Abraham Steiner, under the auspicies of the Moravian Society of 
Salem, North Carolina, about twenty years ago, and has been con- 
tinued without interruption, but on a limited scale, ever since. The 
Rev Mr. Gambold is the present missionary. He is a plain wor- 
thy man, and supports his family chiefly by the labour of his own 
hands, while his wife, a woman of uncommon mental endowments, 
instructs ten or fifteen Indian children. On the Sabbath Mr, G. 
preaches. Charles Hicks, a chief, and the second man nominal- 
ly in the nation, but in influence the first, is a member of his church, 
and is reputed an intelligent and devout christian who does honour 
to his profession. 

But the most considerable school is at Chickamauguh (the lo- 
cal name Brainerd) under the superintendance of the American 
board of commissioners for foreign missions. Its first instructor 
was the Rev. Cyrus Kingsbury, who went into the nation three 
years ago, but left it last winter to found a school among the 
Choctaws. It is due, however, tu the distinguished merit of the 
Rey. Gideon Blackburn of Tennessee, to state here, that he was 
the pioneer in this business, having, by his individual exertions, 
maintained a school, taught by himself, in that part of the nation, 
many years ago; which, however, the difficulty of subsisting, and 
much unfounded obloquy, thrown upen his conduct and motives, 
made it expedient for him to abandon. 

The present head of the missions is the Rev. Hard Hoyt, a ven- 
erable, pious, sensible, and discreet man, who, with his wife and 
six interesting children, left the pleasant valley of Wyoming, in 
Pennsylvania, to encounter the difficulties and endure the priva- 
tions of a wilderness, with the single view of extending the bless- 
ings of civilization and christianity among the Cherokees. The 
teacher of the school is Mr. William Chamberlain, of Vermont: 
the steward and manager Mr. Moody Hall, of Troy, in New York, 
and besides Milo Hoyt, the son of the missionary, there are two 
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young men learning the Cherokee language, with a view to en 


This institution is very creditably patronized by government. 
The expenses of the buildings for the accommodation of the fa- 
milies attached to the mission, of the Indian pupils, and of the 
school, are defrayed by Col. Meigs, the Indian agent, who fur- 
nishes, at the charge of the government, all the requisite imple- 
ments of husbandry. A fertile tract of land is loaned to the mis- 
sionaries so long as their institution exists, which serves the dou- 
ble purpose of lessening the burthen of expense upon the board 
of missions, and of initiating the Indian youth into the principles 
and practice of agriculture. 

The school is conducted on the Lancasterian plan, and consists 
of fifty-three scholars, of whom forty-nine are Indians. I spent a 
day, taught and heard every one of the classes myself, and I de- 
clare that I never saw a better regulated school, or scholars of 
more promising dispositions and talents. They were quick of 
apprehension, retentive in memory, docile and affectionate. The 
greater number of the scholars were between eight and twelve 
years of ages a few were sixteen, and one, I think, was eighteen. 
This last was a young woman of much merit: she read well, con- 
versed sensibly ; was grave, dignified, and graceful in her man- 
ners, handsome in her person, and would be an ornament to al- 
most any society. I was told that at their female society meet- 
ings, when asked to pray, she always unhesitatingly did so, and 
in a manner peculiarly fervid and eloquent. Her name is Catha- 
rine Brown. Not four years ago she wore the dress, spoke the 
language, and had the manners of her nation. Lydia Lowry, Alice 
Wilson, and Peggy Wolf, three other Indian girls that I recollect, 
of less mature age, were good scholars, and genteel and agreeable 
in their manners. Edward, a brother of Catharine Brown, Horace 
Loomis, and too many other boys to be enumerated, would, for 
their open manly countenances, correct manners, and decent school 
acquirements, obtain respect and consideration in any community, 

The school is opened and closed by prayers, and all the scholars 
join in singing hymns. Those who merit them receive as rewards, 
daily, and twice a day, for™* punctual attendance,” “ behaviour,” 
and *‘ diligence,” cards, or tickets, with the initial letters of those 
words printed on them, which are valued at half a cent, a cent, and 
three half cents, These are current money, and are exchanged 
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for knives, books, or whatever else they wish to purchase. For 
damaging slates, losing pencils, negligencies, &c. &c. they are 
sometimes fined in tickets. The children value these tickets 
highly, both for the honour which the number of them confers, 
and the substantial profit they afford. 

All the scholars live at the mission house, where they are both 
clothed and fed gratuitously, unless their parents choose to pay 
the expense which is not often the case. Besides the literary, 
religious, and moral instruction which they receive, they are 
taught practical farming, and are initiated into habits of industry, 
an art and virtue unknown among savages. They all eat ina 
spacious hall attached to the rear of the mansion, the boys at one 
table and the girls at another, at which the pastor, teacher, and 
the laties of the family preside. The order and decency observ- 
ed at their meals equally surprised and pleased me. The boys 
occupy several detached cabins as lodging rooms, which form the 
right wing of the mission house ; the girls a spacious ene on the 
left, where they are accompaniec by a daughter of Mr. Hoyt. 
They, in the day, sit and work in the main building, where they 
form busy, interesting, and pleasing groups, around some of the 
ladies of the family. 

What is learnéd in the school-room is not the most considera- 
ble, nor, considering the situation of the nation, the most import- 
ant part of their education. They are made practical farmers un- 
der the direction of an excellent manager, by which means they 
give direct support to the institution, and procure important ad- 
vantages to themselves. 

Every Monday morning the labours of the week are assigned 
to each, the boys being mustered before the house, and the girls 
assembled within it. The former, according to their employments, 
are denominated hoe boys, axe boys, plough boys, kc. and among 
the latter are divided the duties of carding, spinning, cooking, and 
house work, and making and mending the garments of the scho- 
lars. Every morning of the week afterwards the boys are sum- 
moned into line by the sound of a whistle. After the roll is called, 
the classes are designated by naming their avocations, when the 
members of each step out of the ranks, and enter upon their several 
employments with great spirit and alacrity. They remain in the 
school six hours a day, and work four. 1 went round to visit them 
at their several labours in the wood and in the field, and found 
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them every where busy and cheerful. They seemed by their 


. Manner to require no other recreation. A prudent well regu- 


lated system of moral discipline appeared completely to supersede 
the necessity of every kind of corporal punishment or physical 
coercion. The utmost harmony reigned throughout. Neither 
idleness nor games gave them occasion for feuds and dissentions. 
Their affection for their teachers seemed to be unbounded. I kave 
seen the boys, by half dozens, surround Mr. Chamberlain when he 
came in fatigued, clasp him round the neck and arms, all eager to 
tell or ask something, and engage his attention; and when he 
had good humouredly shaken off one set he would be immediate- 
ly surrounded by another, clamorous as blackbirds. A command, 
however, would always reduce them instantly to order and place. 
Play is occasionally allowed. One boy will throw up a gourd 
or shingle, which will come to the ground with half a dozen 
arrows sticking in it. Bathing in the fine clear streams of Chich- 
amauguh is permitted twice a week. Indeed an Indian would not 
dispense with this, for they are scrupulously attentive to cleaali- 
ness. An Indian child runs into the water as naturally as a duck. 
I have seen them (particularly among the Chickesaws) scarce six 
years old, up to their chins in the stream of a bold creek. Col. 
Meigs, the Indian agent, asked a Cherokee girl why she did not 
marry a white man who paid his addresses to her; she replied, 
that she could not endure white men, they were so dirty, never, 
as she understood, bathing in the creeks as the red people did. 

I have seen the girls at their several employments forming cir- 
cles round some of the ladies of the family, beguiling the time by 
singing and conversation, and seeming, as no doubt they really 
were, very happy. The white children of the mission family are 
treated in all respects as the Indian children are. Indeed an ex- 
emption from any part of the routine of duty and labour would be 
no favour. ‘fo the Indians this course is indispensably necessary 
to their civilization and future welfare, and [ am not sure but the 
plan of the Brainerd school, in all its details, is the best that could 
be devised for children in any community. During the week of 
my visit, it feil to the lot of a girl (a young lady I might with per- 
fect propriety style her) to wait at table as a part of the household 
labours, and she performed the duties with equal propriety, cheer- 
fulness, and grace. It was felt to be, as it reaily was, perfectly 
properand honourable, because it was a place that each one, inturn, 
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-as destined to fill, and no ideas of servitude, could of course, be 
attached to it. This young woman was the daughter of a wealthy, 
high-minded chief, who kept a good table, and servants, at whose 
house I have been handsomely entertained, and who spoke of the 
economy of this school in terms of high commendation. 

The Indians are mostly favourable to the missions. Mr Hoyt 
is known among them by the appellation of the good man; and 
some profess to love to hear the good book talk, as they term read- 
ing the Bible. Every where the mission family are treated by the 
Indians with great respect and affection, and they will rarely re- 
ceive pay from them, for what they are accustomed to consider as 
sources of profit, and subjects of charge upon travellers. This is 
not the unmeaning politeness with which Indians have been charg- 
ed. Itis a very emphatic expression of their sense of the disin- 
terested and useful labours of the missionaries. A little circum- 
stance which took place a few days before I was at the school, 
speaks very distinctly the sentiments which prevail. An old In- 
dian woman, who seemed not to have a vestige of civilization, 
brought a little savage, her grandson, to place at the school. When 
the former was about to depart, she wept so much over her child, 
who cried to accompany her, that Mr. Hoyt apprehended she would 
not leave him, and, through an interpreter, assured her that he 
would in a few days be reconciled to his situation. She replied, 
that she had no intention but to leave him; that the parting was 
very painful to her, but she too well knew what was for the child’s 
good. An Indian who had once been to visit the President at 
Washington, told me that civilization had made the white people 
great, but ignorance had made the Indians dwindle away to nothing. 
Most of those with whom I conversed, seemed to feel the senti- 
ment of patriotism strong in their bosoms, to deplore the fall of 
theironce wide extended and powerful nation, and to be anxious that 
the little of it which remained should be saved from annihilation. 
Who that himself enjoys the comforts of civilized life and the con- 
solations of religion, and knows the wants and capabilities of these 
people, would withhold a contribution to a purpose so benificent 
and full of merit ? 

One or two facts wil’ enable all to judge for themselves of the 
teachableness of their dispositions, and of their capacities for ac- 
quirement. A wild, naked-legged boy, eight years old, named 
Chees-quan-ee-tah, or, a young bird, who could speak nothing but 
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Cherokee, came for the first time into the school on the day on 
which [| visited it, and I taught him the alphabet three or four 
times over, using some devices to impress the letters more strong- 
ly on his memory, in one of which I was assisted by a beautiful 
and sprightly little girl who told me she was the Black warrior’s 
daughter, and named, Polly Blackwood. This was to place the 
letters ocu together, the pronunciation of which in the Cherokee 
tongue signifies good, which I made him understand was, applica- 
ble to him. The little girl who spoke English tolerably, ina play- 
ful manner, with a look full of arch simplicity, told me her mo- 
ther seldom applied it to her, but much oftener a word, of which 
I have now forgotten the Indian, that signified dad. At night the 
boy distinctly remembered seven letters of the alphabet. 

A little girl by the name of Jenny Reece had been six weeks in 
the school, and could spell very well in words of three letters, 
and yet had never, in conversation, been heard to utter a word of 
English. It is remarkable of the Indians that when they com- 
mence expressing their ideas and wants in English, they in atime 
surprisingly short, speak very distinctly: But they cannot be 
persuaded to speak until conscious of their ability to do it well, 
afraid I suppose of drawing upon themselves, ridicule, and indeed 
their first essays are calculated to excite-a smile in many, when 
the ardour of their anxiety to be understood, prompts them to 
premature efforts. Like the Greeks and Romans, they placed 
the object before the agent. I heard this from a boy anxious to 
go to the store on mail day. “Store goto who? want some go 
me.” It was predicted from their usual progress, that this boy 
would speak correctly in a month. 

The mention of Jenny Reece brings her father’s name and 
merit before me, and I hope to be pardoned for a passing notice of 
him, though apparently very remotely, if at all in connexion with 
the school. This man, Charly Reece was a very distinguished 
warriour and one of the three Indians, who at the battle of the 
Horse Shoe, swam the river in sight of the contending armies, 
under showers of arrows and bullets, and brought over the canoes 
which contributed so essentially to the dislodgement and defeat of 
the Creek Indians. Gen. Jackson mentioned him most honoura- 
bly in his despatches and general orders, and President Madison 
wrote him a letter and presented him with a superbly mounted 
rifle, with suitablé inscriptions. This, once his boast, is his 
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pride no longer. I aad some conversation withhim and he spoke 
of his military exploits with evident reluctance: this once fero- 
cious warriour is now a humble and devout professor of the reli- 
gion of Jesus. The wild hynter, who could not endure the res- 
traints of home and but one wife, is now the industrious and pros- 
perous farmer and the respectable head of a happy family. This 
man’s example, the happiness he has conferred on a wife and 
amiable children, is surely enough to overturn infidelity in the 
heart of obstinacy itself, and make the most heedless anxious to 
promote the diffusion of principles capable of such happy influ- 
ence. I belong to no or church sect, but I have seen too much 
of the benign effects of religion to withhold from it this testimo- 
nial in its favour. I am convinced of the very great and essential 
importance of its principles and doctrises to civilization. The 
Chinese can make pots and the Turks carpets, but they are bar- 
barians, and neither science nor manners will ever obtain there, 
until the domestic fireside becomes the place where confidence 
can repose itself, where the best and holiest affections of our na- 
ture can find their solace, and where the infant mind will be form- 
ed under the influence of precept and examples. Polygamy is at 
eternal and irreconcileable war with civilization. 

I had almost forgotten to say, that there is one certainly, and I 
believe two schcols in the nation, supported and patronized ex- 
clusively by the Indians. I visited one of the patrons. He com- 
plained much of the moral character of the master, and said he had 
seen him drunk, even on the Sabbath, and threatened to dismiss 
him. This teacher, a native of Europe, had the common stipend 
of country schoolmasters allowed him, was permitted to cultivate 
as much ground as he pleased, and had a good number of schol- 
ars ; but the Indians were scandalized at his irregularities, and I 
expect, if they failed to civilize him, they would, as they threat- 
ened, discharge him. I neither saw the teacher nor his school. 

It would swell this article beyond the limits prescribed to it 
were I to speak of the character and manners of the Indians, and 
it would besides, be foreign to the object for which I commen- 
ced it I will therefore only say in a few words, that I found 
them every where kind and obliging in their deportment and cor- 
rect in their conduct; that in their houses, and I entered not a few, 
I observed a general appearance of order and neatness that indi- 
cated comfort. The women seemed very industrious in various 
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domestic employments, and the men much more so in their agri- 


‘cultural pursuits than in any Indian nation I had ever visited. 


Many of them had considerable plantations, and two, at whose 
houses I was, owned several negroes and employed white men as 
overseers ; and all had horses and cattle, and many of them carts 
and wagons. Every thing manifested the progrss of civilization 
and the practicability of its soon attaining the ordinary degrees 
of perfection. 

Possibly this brief expositio uof facts and circumstances, new 
to many, will excite in the benevolent a desire to strengthen the 
hands of those employed in this work of instruction, and of giving 
them the means of more extended and general usefulness. The 
education of the Cherokees will only be limited by the ability to 
tound and support schools. I have no correspondence with the 
board of missions, but presume donations to their treasurer in 
Boston, Jeremiah Evarts, will be acceptable. It is equally likely 
that the Moravian Society of Salem N. C. would not refuse benefac- 
tions, though they have never asked contributions. The good 
they have done has been their own and it has been done without 
ostentation. I was told that plain ready made clothing for boys, 
particularly hunting shirts and trowsers, was much wanted. Dr. 
Strong of Knoxville, A. J. Huntington of Augusta, S. C.. Danning 
of Savannah, and the superintendant of Indian affairs at Washing- 
ton city will remit any thing to the Mission-house at Chickamau- 
guh, that is committed to their care. I add this paragraph at the 
suggestion of a traveller, now confined in this city by sickness, 
who observed to us yesterday, that the good deeds of many fell short 
of their beneficent wishes from not knowing how and where to dis- 
fiense their liberalities. 





FOR THE PORT FOLIO. 
Art. VIL.—Letters from the West.—No. I. 


Caw you tell me, my dear N. why I left you in sadness, though 
I would fain have chased away the cloud that hung upon my brow? 
If you can, you will explain a feeling which I have often experi- 
enced, but never could exactly define. I have never left a spot 
where I bad sojourned long enough to form acquaintances, with- 
out a heavy heart; and yet there is something in that same heart, 
which makes me delight to be ever roving from scene to scene, 
Can it be fondness for the spot which has already been enjoyed to 
satiety, where every thing has become monotonous, and where the 
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palled senses must feed upon the food they have grown tired of ? 
Can it be regret when pleasure allures in the perspective, and when 
any dear object which is left behind, will be regained, and glow 
with new charms after a temporary absence? These are ques- 
tions which you may answer if you please, for I assure you I shall 
not take the trouble to investigate them ; it is enough for me to 
leave my friends without heaviness, and to return to them with de- 
light, without intruding on philosophic ground, to analyze the light 
and shade of those conflicting emotions of which the experience 
is sufficiently pleasureable. 

Now while you are answering my questions I will reply to 
yours. You ask me, in the very spirit of Goldsmith’s Hermit, 
what allures me “ to tempt the dangercus gloom,” and to risk my 
neck—aye, and my complexion too—among the tangled forests, 
and sun-burnt prairies of the west? I might reply, in my usual 
style, by a quotation from my favourite author: 


We may roam through this world like a child at a feast, 

Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest, 

And when pleasure begins to grow dull in the Aasé, 

We may order our wings and be off to the West ; 
or I might simply say with the churlish Shylock, “it is my hu- 
mour.” But as I would have you to know, that Iam not so much 
of a knight errant as to seek for giants for the mere pleasure of 
overcoming them, nor so sentimental as to hie me to purling 
streams, and spreading shades, to cool my blood and warm my 
fancy, I will discuss my reasons in sober prose. 

My desire of exploring the western country has not been alto- 
gether the effect of that wandering disposition, to which my friends 
have been good erough to attribute it. It is true—too true, per- 
haps—that a roving fancy, indulged and confirmed into habit, by 
the unsettled manner of my early life, has had much weight in 
forming my determination ; but it is equally true, that this is a 
national trait, entailed in common upon most of my counirymen, 
for there are few of us who regard time or space, when profit or 
amusement allures to distant regions. But I found my strongest 
inducement in the deep interest that we all feel in those young 
states which have sprung up in the wilderness, and expanding 
with unexampled rapidity, are fast becoming the rivals of their 
elder sisters in the east. 

It might be questioned whether I have reached the years of 











68 Letters from the West. 


discretion ; and yet, young as Iam, I can remember the time when 
Pittsburgh was considered as one of the out-posts of civilized 
America; and I shall never forget the intense interest, and un- 
mingled admiration, which I felt while a boy, in gazing at the 
brawny limbs and sun-burnt features of a Kentuckian, as he pass- 
ed through the streets of Philadelphia. The rough hardy air of 
the stranger—the jaded paces of his nag—the blanket, bear-skin, 
and saddle-bags—nay, the very oil-cloth on his hat, and the dirk that 
peeped from among his vestments, are still in my eye;—they be- 
spoke him to be of distant regions, to have been reared among 
dangers, and to be familiar with fatigues. He strode among us 
with the step of an. Achilles, glancing with a good-natured super- 
ciliousness at the fragile butterflies of fashion, that giittered in the 
sunbeams around him. I thought I could see in that man, one of 
the progenitors of an unconquerable race ; his face presented the 
traces ofa spirit quick to resent—he had the will to dare, and the 
power to execute—there was a something in his look which be- 
spoke a disdain of control—and there was an absence of constraint 
in all his movements, which indicated an habitual independence 
of thought and action. Such was the stock from which a new 
people were to spring—but the oak has blossomed and borne fruit. 
Science and refinement, engrafted upon the rude stem, have flour- 
ished, and have mingled their verdure and their sweets among 
its hardy branches. That “ lone way-faring man” is not now the 
only representative of his country ; the West has already sent us 
the statesman, on whose accents listening thousands have hung 
enraptured, the gentleman whose politeness pleases, and the maid- 
en whose loveliness delights us. 

In the times to which I have alluded, a journey from Philadel- 
phiato Pittsburgh, was a most serious affair ; and he who would 
adventure further, took with him arms, and guides, and provi- 
sions, and “all appliances and means to boot,” necessary for sub- 
sistence and defence. What was then the goal is now the start- 
ing place. Pittsburgh is the threshhold by which we pass into 
the great states of the West; and Kentucky, but lately a western 
frontier, is now one of the eastern boundaries of the western 
country. 

The shores of the Mississippi, and its tributary streams, have 
presented to the world a singular and almost enchanting picture 
one which future ages will cuntemplate with wonder and delight. 
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The celerity with which the soil has been peopled, and the har- 
mony which has prevailed in the erection of their governments, 
has no parallel in history, and seems to be the effect of magic 
rather than of human agency. Europe was at one time overrun 
by numereus hordes, who rushing like a torrent from the North, 
in search of a more genial climate, captured or expelled the ef- 
feminste inhabitants of the South, and planted colonies in its rich- 
est provinces. But these were barbarians who conquered with 
the sword, and ruled with the rod of iron. The “ arm of flesh” was 
visible in all their operations. The colonies, like ours, were form- 
ed by emigration—the svil was peopled with an exotic population 
—but here the parallel ends. The country gained by violence, 
was held by force ; the blood stained soil produced nothing but 
“ man and steel, the soldier and his sword.” 

What a contrast does our happy country present to scenes like 
these! It remained for us to exhibit to the world, the novel spec- 
tacle of a people coming from various nations, and differing in 
language politics and religion, sitting down quietly together, 
erecting new states, forming constitutions and enacting laws, with- 
ect blood-shed or dissention. Our curiosity is naturally excited 
to know what powerful attraction has drawn these multitudes 
from their native plains, and why, like bees, they swam as it were, 
to the same bough ; nor is it less interesting to inquire by what 
process such heterogeneous particles have become united, and 
te observe the effect of so extraordinary a combination. Is it not 
singular to behold the Englishman and the Frenchman rushing 
to the same goal; the laborious, cconomical New-Englander; 
treading the same path with the high-minded, luxurious native 
of the South ; nay, even the cautious German, with an enterprise 
foreign to his nature, rearing his vine and his fig-tree, at a spot 
whence the footsteps of the savage aborigines are scarcely yet 
effaced? Is it not more strange that such men can live in fellow- 
ship, act in unison, make laws in peace, and “ do all things which 
are requisite and necessary, as well for the body as the soul,” 
in harmonious concert. 

But there are other considerations besides those of a political 
nature, which render this country peculiarly interesting. It is 
the refuge of thuusands, who have fled from poverty, from tyran- 
ny, and from fanaticism. ‘The tumults of Europe have driven 
hither crowds of unhappy beings, whose homes have been ren 
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dered odious or unsafe, by the mad ambition of a few aspiring 
sovereigns. Here is no Holy Alliance, trafficking in human 
blood ; no sceptre to be obeyed ; no mitre to be worshipped. Here 
they find not merely a shelter from the rude storm that pelts 
them, but they become proprietors of the soil, and citizens in the 
state. Here they learn the practical value of that liberty, which 
they only knew before in theory. They learn here that although 
the Englishman is Jorn a freeman, the American only is dred a 
freeman. You are not to suppose, however, that this is the land 
of radicals and paupers. Far from it. Though many emigrate 
from necessity, still more do it from inclination. Among the 
emigrants are many gentlemen of wealth and education, whose 
object is to build up estates for their children, in a country which 
offers such facilities for the accumulation of property, and which 
presents so fair a promise to posterity. By far the greater class, 
however, are neither wealthy nor poor ; these are respectable far- 
mers and mechanics, who in the present unpropitious times, find 
it to their interest to seck out a residence, where their labours 
will yield more profit than at home. 

There are also a variety of historical and literary facts connected 
with this country, which serve to give it interest in the eyes of 
an American. Braddock was defeated, and Washington immor- 
talized on the romantic shores of the Monongahela; and the vi- 
cinity of Pittsburgh, already famous for the loveliness of its moun- 
tain scenery, and the magnitude of its mineral treasures, has been 
the scene of martial atchievements, which may one day wake the 
lyre of the Pennsylvania bard, to strains as national and as sweet 
as those of Scott. In the western forests, did Wayne yather a 
wreath of imperishable laurel; and St. Clair—I blush to mame 
him—injured man! a crown of thorns. On the borders of the 
Ohio, Butler fell in the prime of his life, and the vigour of his 
ambition, leaving a name which his countrymen have delighted to 
embalm. Can we trace with indifference the path of Burr, the 
sweetest of all seducers, but himself seduced by the wildest of ail 
visionary schemes ; or pass without a tear of sympathy, the spot 
wherejthe philosophic Blannerhasset, surrounded in his loved se- 
clusiun, with rural and literary enjoyments, tasted of “ that peace 
which the world cannot give”—tasted alas! but for a moment, 
and dashed away ! Is it not delightful, to stray along those shores 
where Wilson strayed—to view the scenes which charmed his 
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poetic fancy—to mark the plumage, and listen to the “ wood-notes 
wild,” which allured him through many a weary mile. 

Who has not heard of the Antiquities of the West? Whothat 
has heard, has not listened with admiration or incredulity? Of 
all that has been written on this most interesting subject, how lit- 
tle has appeared that could satisfy a reasonable mind! The time 
was when the tales of western travellers, were received as fanci- 
ful productions, written to beguile the unwary emigrant into the 
fangs of speculating avarice. When we read of the Great Val- 
ley, whose noble rivers stretching in every direction from the dis- 
tant mountains, poured their waters into the bosom of the Father 
of Streams ; and of the rich bottoms, extensive prairies, and gi- 
gantic forests of the west, we could smile at what we Lelieved to 
be simple exaggeration. But when we heard of caverns extend- 
ing horizontally for miles, and exhibiting traces of former inhabi- 
tants ; of immense mausoleums filled with human bones, some of 
them of a dwarfish size, which indicate the former existence of a 
pigmy race ; of the skeletons of gigantic brutes ; of metalic orna- 
ments, warlike instruments, and earthen utensils, found buried in 
the soil ; of the vestiges of temples, and fortifications, in short of 
the many remains of a civilized population, we were inclined to 
consider them as gross impostures. Yet all these curiosities ac- 
tually exist, as well as many others of equal interest ; and while 
we can no longer withhold our credence, we cannot help exclaim- 
ing, 





** Can such things be, 
And overcome us like a summer cloud, 
Without our special wonder !” 


Are you answered now ? Is not here sufficient food for specula- 
tion? Will it not be gratifying to mingle with the mighty flood 
which is sweeping onward to the west, to see it prostrating the 
forest, and depositing the seeds of art and refinement ? The spots 
which I shall visit have not been consecrated by the classic pen 
—an Homer has not sung their heroes, nor an Ovid peopled their 
shades with divinity—but shall I not stroll among the ruins of 
ancient cities, and vecline upon the tombs of departed heroes ? 
You may not admire my taste—but believe me, I should tread 
with as much reverence over the mausoleum of a Shawanee 
chief as among the catacombs of Egypt, and would speculate with 
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as much delight on the site of an Indian village, as in the gar- 
dens of Tivoli, or the ruins of Herculaneum. 

But to add ,another, and a last inducement; there has been a 
material variance in the statements of writers who have treated 
of this country, and of travellers who have visited it. Some laud 
it as a paradise, others denounce it asa hell. Some have given 
it health, fertility, and commercial advantages, others have filled 
it with swamps, agues, tomahawks, and musquitoes. One writer 
tells us, that “a dirk is the inseparable companion of every gen- 
tleman in Illinois,” while another facetiously hints that the dadies 
in Kentucky, conceal the same weapon among the folds of their 
graceful vestments. This latter insinuation, however, I take to 
be a metaphorical compliment to the lovely daughters of Kentuc- 
ky, believing as I do, that the gentleman, alluding to an expres- 
sion of Romeo, intended to say, “there is more peril in those 
eyes than twenty of their dirks.” 1 could refer you to athousand 
other strange stories, but I have not room. 

“© T will see into it,” said Mr. Shandy, when he went to France 
to learn whether “ they ordered things better” there than at home ; 
—* I will see into it” said I, when I found how doctors disagreed 
about a section of my native country, and it is in conformance with 
this determination, that I am now fairly embarked, and gliding 
merrily down the Ohio. 


No. 2. 


Dear N. 

The promises of friendship, like those of love, are often care- 
lessly made, and lightly broken. We are ready to concede any 
thing to the entreaty of one we love, without reflecting how many 
little contingencies may interfere with the engagement. Our 
hearts are indeed but bad economists, and are apt to make liberal 
promises, which they have neither the ability, nor the inclination 
aftcrwards to fulfil. Thus it is that the last request of a friend, 
which at parting, vibrates feelingly on the ear, and entwines itself 
among our warmest sympathies, is often obliterated by the pains 
or pleasures of new scenes and novel avocations. My pledge to 
you, however, was of such a nature as not to be so easily forgotten. 
Dearly as I love to lounge away the passing hours, I should feel 
highly culpable, could I forget, for a moment, that you have a claim 
to part of them ; and independently of this incentive, I assure you 
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that the pfeasure I shall experience in participating my sentiments 
with one so able to appreciate them, will more than compensate 
me for the labour of making up the record. But for these reflec- 
tions, believe me, my last long epistle would have exhausted my 
patience, as I dare say it has yours, and I should never have had 
the temerity to attempt another. But I have promised to write, 
and you are doomed to listen. 

I left Pittsburg, in a keel-boat, carrying about forty-five tons, 
laden with merchandise, and navigated by eight or ten of those 
“half horse and half alligator” gentry, commonly called Ohio 
boatmen, whose coarse drollery, I forsee already, will afford us 
some amusement. My cabin is in the bow of the boat, and is form- 
ed by leaving a vacancy among the boxes and barrels which en- 
compass me. I have an excellent bedstead composed of the same 
materials as the walls aforesaid; and here I snore among British 
eoods, and domestic manufactures, as composedly as if neither-of 
those articles had ever caused us one moments angry discussion. 
The deck, or roof, of the boat, affords ample room tor a promen- 
ade ; and there I saunter or recline, and enjoy the varied hues of 
the forest, now just budding into luxuriance. When tired of this 
employment, or when the sun is too high to allow me to continue 
it, I retire below, and read a little, sing a little, whistle a little, and 
if all that will not fill up the time, I ¢urn in and sleep a little.—— 
Thus I manage to pass away the time, in the most tedious of all 
tiresome situations, that of being imprisoned in a boat. 

The view of Pittsburg, from the Ohio river, is exceedingly 
beautiful. The rivers Alleghenny and Monongahela, with their 
fine bridges, the surrounding hills, the improvements in the rear 
of the town, and the villages on each side of it, all show to great 
advantage. Description would be vain—for I assure you I have 
seldom felt so lovely a prospect. 

The river pursues a winding course to Steubenville, presenting 
nothing worthy of remark but its beautiful scenery, which is in 
the highest degree romantic. From Steubenville, which is a pret- 
ty village in Ohio, we pass on by Charleston in Virginia,to Whee- 
ling, in the same state. 

This latter place, which the editor of the Pittsburg Gazette, 
calls “ the little town at the foot of the hill,” most truly deserves 
the pleasant appellation he has given to it ; and I no sooner saw it, 
than I subscribed to the correctness of his cou~ d’ mil. The hill 
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is surely the most conspicuous object in the scene. Wheeling 
has, however, been much talked of, and its inhabitants indulge in 
golden visions with regard to its future greatness. It may not be 
useless to examine the ground of their hopes. 

Until within a few years, the immense supplies of merchandise 
which were imported into the Western Country, were transported 
from Philadelphia and Baltimore, to Pittsburg, whence they de- 
scended the Ohio to their places of destination. This was one of 
the great sources of the wealth of Pittsburg; and she might and 
ought to have retained it, had it not been for the culpable negli- 
gence, and want of public spirit, of her own citizens, and those of 
Philadelphia. The road to Pittsburgh, extending three hundred 
miles, through one of the richest states in the Union, was perhaps 
as bad as it was possible for any road to be; and by this route 
alone could the Western merchants gain access to the waters of 
the Ohio. In vain were remonstrances made and reiterated on 
this subjec:. In vain did a few public spirited individuals plead to 
the justice and generosity of Pennsylvania—in vain did they ad- 
dress her interest and her avarice. The Pennsylvanians affected 
to despise the trade of the Western Country, as a matter of little 
importance ; but, in fact, they neglected to secure it, because they 
imagined it was already secure. They believed the western trad- 
ers could purchase goods to advantage only at Philadelphia, and 
that they could transport them to the Ohio by zo other route than 
that leading through Pittsburgh. The inference from this sort of 
reasoning was, that it would be time enough to make a good road 
through their state a half a century hence, when they should have 
grown rich enough to expend money on such duxuries ; and that 
in the meantime the western people must drag their goods over 
rocks and mountains and through mud and water, the best way 
they could. Butthe western people were by no means satisfied, 
with such treatment. In their annual excursions to the Eastward, 
they expended hundreds of thousands of dollars in Penn- 
sylvania, and they thought it but fair that the people whom 
they had thus enriched, should take some pains to render the 
trade as convenient and as advantageous as possible to all parties. 
They found that in some seasons they could procure transporta- 
tion, to Pittsburg, for four dollars per hundred pounds, and that at 
others, they were obliged to pay more than double that sum; a 
disparity occasioned chiefly by the state of the road, in conse- 
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quence of good or bad weather. It seemed to follow, asa natural 
consequence, that if a safe and permanent road was built, the low- 
est price which they now paid at any season, would become the 
average price for all seasons; and they conceived every thing 
above that to be an unjust tax paid to Pennsylvania. They, of 
course, began to cast about in search of a remedy for the evil. 

In the meanwhile, from the causes I have mentioned, as well as 

others of a more general nature, serious enquiries began to be 
made on the subject of connecting the Eastern and Western sec- 
tions of the Union, by a channel of intercourse more safe and ex- 
peditious, than those which already existed. Various routes were 
proposed. The people of New York, with a liberality and promp- 
titude which does them infinite honour, projected their grand ca- 
nal from the Hudson to lake Erie, expecting through this chan- 
nel to become pussessed of a large portion of the western trade.— 
The western representation in Congress, on the other hand, devis- 
ed the National Turnpike, or, as it is commonly called, the Cum- 
berland road. This project was proposed in such a form as to 
meet the approbation of the executive, who, pleased with tie idea 
of strengthening the bonds of the Federal Union, by facilitating the 
intercourse between its two grand divisions, easily came into the 
plan of establishing a great permanent route which should lead 
from the metropolis through the western states. Thus supported, 
a law was passed, making an appropriation for a section of the 
road, to extend from Cumberland, (formerly fort Cumberland) in 
Maryland, to Wheeling, in Virginia. This section of the road, 
which embraces the Alleghenny mountains, has since been comple- 
ted, in a manner which reflects the highest credit upon those en- 
gaged in its construction. 

Cumberland is a pretty little town, delightfully situated on a 
branch of the Potomac, and in one of those romantic spots which 
we often find in mountainous and secluded situations. Braddock 
assembled his army here, at the commencement of the ceiebrated 
campaign, which led to his defeat and death ; and be passed the 
mountains by nearly the same route which has been selected for 
the national road. This path was traced by an indian guide, who, 
with that instinctive acuteness for which the whole race is remar- 
kable, added, no doubt, to an intimate knowledge of the country, 
at once struck out the very course, which the experience of half 

a century, has proved to be the best and shortest. 
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The Pennsylvanians were at last aroused from their apathy by... 
the successful exertions, which they saw in operation to the 
north and south of them, to direct the western trade into new chan- 
nels. Todo them justice, they had expended a great deal of mon- 
ey upon the Philadelphia and Pittsburgh road; but the money had 
been raised in smal] sums and injudiciously applied. 

In 1819 Mr. Breck, of Philadelphia, a member of the Pennsyl- 
vania Legislature, issued a pamphlet, in which he endeavoured to 
turn the legislative attention, to the subject of slack-water navi- 
gation. His work is valuable on several grounds: 1. As showing 
what has already been done for the promotion of internal improve- 
ments in Pennsylvania, and therein exhibiting many facts highly 
honourable to that state ; 2. As showing what yet remains to be 
done; and 3. As pointing out the ample resources of the 
state, for executing the works which he recommends, and 
most eloquently advocating an appropriation of them to those pur- 
poses. His favourite project seems to be that of joining the De- 
laware andthe Ohio by means of canals. For this purpose he pro- 
poses tocut a canal from the waters of the Schuylkill to those of 
the Susquehanna, and from the head waters of the Susquehanna, 
to those of the Alleghenny. This part of the work contains many 
interesting details, useful facts, and correct inferences; but unfor- 
tunately, Mr. Breck, with a great deal of practical good sense, 
mingles a great deal of enthusiasm. His notions are entirely too 
speculative for common use. He carries us over the mountains— 
or round them—with a facility that surprises us. Rocks and 
mountains present no obstacle to his enterprising genius. We ac- 
company him with great pleasure, and even without suspicion, un- 
til we get to the end of the journey, but then we look back and 
wonder “how the devil we got there.’ He seems equally surpri- 
sed at his own success ; for, on arriving at Pittsburgh, he is so ela- 
ted, that nothing short of the Pacific ocean bounds his future pro- 
jects. He carries us down the Ohio and up the Mississippi, 
shows us how easy it would be to cut a canal from its head waters 
to those of the Columbia; and exultingly prophecies, that the day 
will come when our teas and India muslins, will be transported by 
this route from the Pacific ocean to Philadelphia! All this may 
possibly be done hereafter—but it would be as well for us to leave 
the question to be discussed in the legislature of some future 
state to be (ocated among the Rocky Mountains ; or before a Con- 
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gress. which may be held at St. Louis—or perhaps at Shawnee- 
town—who knows? Do not suppose that I mean to make a jest 
of Mr. Breck’s book. He 18 a man highly respected ; as weil for 
his genius, as for the excellence of his heart and principles; but 
the wisest men ofall ages, says my friend Shandy, have their bob- 
by-horses,and my uncle Toby among the rest; and he wisely de- 
duces therefrom, that, “de gustibus non est disfutandum ; that 
there is no disputing against HOBBY-HORSES.” 

Mr. Breck’s pamphlet was immediately followed by another, 
from the pen of Mr. John E. Howard, jun. of Baltimore, a mem- 
ber of the executive council of Maryland. This gentleman pub- 
lishes a variety of official reports, and other documents, on the 
subject of Roads and Inland Navigation, which afford ample tes- 
timony, that his own state, has not been backward, in her attention 
to this important branch of political economy. He strenuously 
advocates the policy, ofcontending with Pennsylvania, for the West- 
ern trade; and shows, by a series of facts and calculations, the 
practicability of throwing a large portion, if not the whole of it, 
into the arms of Baltimore. His distinct proposition is, to com- 
plete a turnpike road to intersect the Cumberland road ; by which 
means, a route will be opened all the way from Baltimore to the 
Ohio. This he shows can easily be done, as several sections of the 
route which he proposes to pursue, have already been turnpiked, 
either by the state, or by private companies. I cannot give you his 
estimate of the expense, as 1 write from memory entirely; but it 
is quite inconsiderable. He combats some of Mr. Breck’s notions 
with considerable ability : but at the same time treats that gentle- 
man with the courtesy which is due to his genius and patriotism, 
ahd on the whole, conducts the controversy with a liberal and gen- 
tlemanly spirit. 

The next champion, who took to the highway, in this contest, 
was Mr. Neville, the able editor of the Pittsburgh Gazette. Hi- 
therto the writers on this subject were eastern men, who, proba- 
bly, thought more of the interest of their respective cities, than of 
the Western Country. It was gratifying, therefore, to see the ques- 
tion taken up by a gentleman of acknowledged abilities, on this 
side of the mountains, and conspicuous for his attachment to west- 
ern interests. Heat once turns Mr. Breck’s canal project heels 
over head, by stating the simple fact, known to every Pennsylva- 
nian, that a canal through the region, which the one alluded to, is 
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proposed to pass, would be frozen uf four months in the year, and 
that in the summer season, some of the streams proposed to be 
navigated, would not contain water enough to float a canoe—the 
Juniata, for instance. He urges, with much eloquence, the more 
reasonable and feasible plan, of completing the Philade!phia road, 
and clearing the bed of the Ohio, from Pittsburgh to Wheeling. 
He states the fact, on the authority of experienced boatmen, that 
the impediments in the navigation of the Ohio, between Pittsburgh 
and Wheeling, are not greater than between Wheeling and Mays- 
ville; and that there is no season when boats may descend from 
Wheeling, that they cannot descend also from Pittsburgh. Wheel- 
ing, therefore, possesses no advantages over Pittsbugh, but Pitts- 
burgh has many advantages over Wheeling, arising from her be- 
ing an older, and more wealthy place. Mr. Neville, therefore, 
seems to consider the competition of Wheeling to be by no means 
formidable ; and contends, that the Western trade, may still be 
kept in the old channel, if the people of Pennsylvania can be 
brought to see their own interests, and to exercise their energies, 
with that enterprise, and that liberality, which the occasion so loud- 
ly demands. This writer adverts also with much feeling to the situa- 
tionofthe Ohio. This noble stream, which is now uselessto us, dur- 
ing the Summer months, he believes, may be so improved by re- 
moving the obstructions in its channel, as to be navigable for keel 
boats, atallseasons. At the very time that Mr. Neville was en- 
gaged in this argument, the existence of a single fact, proved the 
correctness of his views. There was at that time, (in the autumn 
of 1818) merchandise worth three millions of dcllars, belonging to 
Western merchants, lying along the shores of the Monongahela, 
waiting a rise of water, before they could be conveyed to their 
places of destination. The Western merchants were lounging dis- 
contentedly about the streets of Pittsburgh, or moping idly in its 
taverns, like the victims of an ague. From these, and a variety of 
other facts our author felt himself authorised to call on the state to 
rise in the majesty of its power, to preserve a lucrative, and impor- 
tant trade, from being diverted into foreign channels. 

The treasury of Pennsylvania, as is correctly observed by Mr. 
Breck, is not only solvent, but in a flourishing condition, and her 
credit has always stood so high, that she is at any time able to 
command the most ample resources. Philadelphia, by the wealth, 
steady habits, and the extensive credit abroad, of her merchants, 
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“has it in her power to furnish the traders of the west, with better 
assortments of goods, and those at more reduced prices, than can 
yct be afforded by Baltimore. But Baltimore is not a rival to be 
despised ; though young, she is public spirited ; her citizens are 
acute and enterprising ; when excited they are full of fire, and 
though that fire has sometimes kindled a conflagration in her own 
bosom, it must be irresistible when properly directed. Ifthe Penn- 
sylvanians, therefore, neglect tocherish the trade which has poured 
millions of dollars into the state, Philadelphia and Pittsburgh will 
be forsaken; Baltimore will become the mart, and Wheeling the 
nlace of deposite. The situation of this place is pretty enough, ex- 
cept that the hill, at the foot of which the town is built, is so near 
to the river, as to leave scarcely room for the houses. They are, 
however, beginning to build on a flat a little lower down. An emi- 
nence back of the Town, over which the turnpike passes, affords 
one of the most beautiful prospects imaginable. The place is 
quite healthy ; the inhabitants are respectable and correct in their 
deportment, and the society good. 

It is perhaps not a matter of great importance to the West- 
ern people, whether they purchase their goods at Philadelphia, or 
at Baltimore, or whether they transport them by way of Pittsburgh, 
orof Wheeling. Time will decide these rival claims; the west- 
ern merchant will make his purchases where he can do it to most 
advantage, aud will transport his goods by the cheapest and most 
expeditious route. The establishment of steam boats, has car- 
ried much of this trade to New Orleans; but how far this latter 
place will ultimately interfere with the eastern cities, I must ex- 
amine hereafter. 

But there are other points of view, in which this question is 
highly interesting. By the controversy which I have alluded to, 
together with the writings of Govenor Clinton of New York, and 
Mr. William J. Duane of Philadelphia, it appears that the spirit 
of improvement is awakened in various sections of our country, 
and that men distinguished by their popularity, abilities, and official 
rank, conceive it worthy of their notice. It seems also that the 
rising greatness of the Western Country is not unnoticed, nor the 
value of her commerce unregardei. 

It shows further that she has more than one outlet for her pro- 
duce. Mr. Cobbett, in his letters to Mr. Birkbeck, inquires, “in 
case of a war with England what would become of your market 
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down the Mississippi? That is your sole market. That way” 
your produce must go ; or you must dress yourselves in skins, and 
tear your food to bits with you hands.” “Qn this side of the 
mountains, there are twelve hundred miles of coast to blockade ; 
but you, gentleman prairie owners, are like the rat that has but one 
hole to go out and come in at.”” To observations of this kind, 
evincing a deplorable ignorance of the country, and its resources, 
itis easy to answer. In the firsyplace, we doubt whether England 
will ever again have it in her powéf, to blockade an American port. 
But leaving that poimt to be settled by our gallant navy, or even 
admitting Mr. Cobbett’s premises, I then say, that if we cannot 
descend the Mississippi, we can ascend the Ohio. We now have 
a road from Wheeling to Baltimore, another from Pittsburgh to 
Philadelphia, and a communication will soon be opened, from the 
sources of the Ohio, to lake Erie. Large Steam boats have alrea- 
dy ascended the river as far as Pittsburgh, in high water ; but in 
the event alluded to, our streams would be covered by lighter ves- 
sels, propelled by steam, which would bid defiance to every obsta- 
cle, éxcept the low water in dry seasons, and in that particular we 
should not be worse off than at present. The country, also pre- 
sents ample means, for opening other channels of trade. The state 
of Ohio, part of which borders on lake Erie, will be intersected 
with roads and canals, as soon as the people of New York shall 
have completed their great work. The Illinois, or the Wabash 
river, will be connected with lake Michigan, and thus the people 
of Indiana, Illinois, Missouri, and the lower parts ot Kentucky, 
will have water transportation to the city of New York. 

It is a well known fact, that large quantities of peltry, brought 
to St. Louis, by the Mississippi and Missouri traders, have heen 
carried to Philadelphia by way of Pittsburgh; and that the saltpe- 
tre, tcbacco, and hempen yarn, of Kentucky, have been taken to 
the same market, by the same route. Even yet a large portion 
ofthe bacon and venison hams of Kentucky, are sold at Pittsburgh. 
Lately, to be sure, the introduction of steam boats, has carried 
much of this produce down the river ; but if, when the Mississip- 
pl was open, any portion of the produce of the west has been 
transported up the Ohio, what would be done if the navigation of 
the former was closed? Is not the inference plain, that if produce 
could te shipped up the Ohio with advantage, when the Mississip- 
pi was open, there could be no. great hardship in forcing it into 
the same channel, when that river should be closed ? 
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As I have spoken of the public spirit of Pennsylvania, and par- 
ticularly of her two principal cities, allow me to explain myself 
on that subject. Iam far from wishing to derogate from the ho- 
nour of my native state. The merchants and gentlemen of Phila- 
delphia, are liberal and high minded men; but they are in the ha- 
bit of attending more to their own, and less to pudlic business, 
than the same class of society in almost any other part of the 
United States. They have a regular routine of avocation, which 
they seldom allow to be broken in upon, by affairs which are not 
of immediate interest. Consequently they are less intimately ac- 
quainted with the character and resources of their own state, than 
the gentiemen of other cities ; and much less so than could be ex- 
pected in men so well educated, and so enlightened on other sub- 
jects. Many of the most intelligent persons in Philadelphia, are 
utterly ignorant of the geography, population. improvements, and 
productions, of the interior and western parts of the State. Men 
who can converse learnedly of the classics, and tastefully of the 
fine arts, who are intimately acquainted with European history, po- 
litics and manners, and who scrutinize with critical acuteness 
the measures of the Federal government, ylance with careless 
unenquiring eyes, at the lofty mountains, and fertile vallies within 
the bounds of their own Commonwealth. They of course feel lit- 
tle interest, in a subject upon which they think so little. 

The state of politics, too, in Pennsylvania, has had much weight 
in preventing the growth of public spirit. Party spirit has ra- 
eed in that devoted land with ungovernable fury; the bitterness 
of contention bas been permitted to overstep its proper bounds ; 
the gall of political enmity has been infused into the cup of social 
intercourse ; and the interests of the state, have too often been 
forgotten, in the tumult of schemes to raise or to defeat a party, 
to prostrate or to exalt an individual. These contests have been 
distinguished by a virulence hardly known elsewhere, and a scur- 
rilous personality which could no where else be tolerated. Men 
of feeling and modesty shrink from such conflicts ; however wil- 
ling they might be to bare their breasts in honourable war, they 
covet not the invidious honour, of exposing their reputations as 
targets for the archery of faction. Nomen would be more apt to 
stand aloof on such occasions than the Philadelphians, reared as 
they are, in the practice of temperance, and in habits of chaste 
methodical reflection. The consequence is, that the state is de- 
Vou. xt. 11 
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prived of the use of much of the talent, which she certainly pos- 
sesses. Do not understand me as making any comparison, in poimt 
of ability, between the dominant party, and the minority. My po- 
sition is simply this—that where party spirit is carried to such 
excess as to alienate friends, and distract society, so that one por- 
tion looks with jaundiced eye upon the other, the arm of govern- 
ment must be paralized, and the impulses of patriotism benumb- 
ed, The man who possesses the genius to devise, or the wealth 
to execute, will not co-operate with him whose popularity enabies 
him to gain the voice of the people, or the sanction of the execu- 
tive. When, therefore, a work, however noble, which is propo- 
sed by one party, is sure to be denounced by the other, men of 
talent retire from the disgusting controversy, and the wealthy re- 
fuse to risk their gold, in uncertain and contested schemes. 
When, in addition to all this, it is observed how much of the le- 
gislative time is occupied in the impeachment of officers, and the 
discussion of party questions, it will be seen that Pennsylvania has 
enough to do, to manage the wheels of government, whichcarry- 
ing too much steam, require the attention of a// hands to pre- 
vent accidents.—Yet, when, in spite of all these causes, we ob- 
serve what Pennsylvania bas accomplished—when we see the fine 
bridges over the Schuylkill, the Susquehanna, the Allegheny, and 
the Monongahela—the noble turnpike roads in the eastern part of 
the state—the splendid public buildings in Philadelphia—her 
charitable institutions,—and her literary monuments,—we cannot 
but acknowledge that she Aas the sfirit, nor refrain from deplo- 
ring the existence, of those counteracting causes, which keep 
that spirit dormant. 

{The preceding letters from the pen of one of our former correspondents, 
were originally intended for a Western Newspaper in which a few of them 
appeared, but the writer having enlarged his design, determined, at our re- 
quest, to publish the Series in the Port Folio. He has desired us to state 


that they are written under the pressure of ill health and much business : he 


therefore claims acandid jndgment.] 
[Ep. P. F.] 





FOR THE PORT FOLIO. 

Ant. Vil.—History of the Reformation. Being an abridgement 

of Burnet’s History. By the Rev. Benjamin Allen, Rector 
of the parish of St. Andrews, Virginia. p. p. 297. 


Tue writer of this work has given us an abstract of the Re- 
formation, ina very small compass ; and it is to be regretted, that 
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in a portion of history so deeply interesting, his plan did necessa- 
rily restrict him to a mere outline. A multitude of events, trans- 
acting simultaneously in several countries-—the conduct, and the 
motives of the chief actors, their alternate success and disappoint- 
ment ; require folios to detail them. 

But if these are neither within the means, nor adapted to the 
taste of many readers—shall we therefore remain in ignorance of 
the privileges we enjoy of being taught the pure precepts of the 
Gospel, and the liberty of worshipping God, according to the dic- 
tates of our own consciences ? To appreciate these, we should con- 
template the deplorable darkness that once involved the christian 
church—the perils, and the labours of those undaunted men who 
said to her, “ Arise, for thy light is come,” -and that wonderful 
providence, which supported them in their opposition to Princes 
and Powers, to wealth and superstition! Let us contrast our own 
times, when every one may peaceably enquire, and unmolested 
pursue the way, which even his own fancy has traced out—when 
the Bible is not only open to all, but all are solicited to know its 
contents—with the gloomy period when the will of an earthly po- 
tentate, was alone the Oracle, and when the Bible was prohibited 
by the severest penalties! Indeed the history of the Reformation 
is tous a Romance. We cannot realize the excess of barbarism 
which compelled men to pray in a language, not one word of which 
they understood—or the heartless cruelty which brought the 
meek and beautiful Jane Grey to an ignominious death, and such 
men as Cranmer and Ridley with thousands of their disciples to 
the stake! If we reflect on these things we cannot lightly esteem 
the “ pleasant places” which have fallen to us. 

Mr. Allen has given these considerations their due weight. He 
has judged wisely that we had better know something than nothing. 
He has therefore condensed the leading features of these scenes 
of blood and horror into a volume of such a size and price as might 
conduce to a general circulation. Enough is given to shew the 
progress of the Reformation amidst the fluctuating spirit of un- 
instructed zeal. 

A sketch of the lives of Luther, Calvin and Zuingle, are ap- 
pended to the history of the Reformation. Germany, the birth- 
place of Luther, became the cradle of the Reformation by his bold 
and persevering devotion tothe Holy cause. Many of the princes 
of that empire became his converts and supported him against the 
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Pope and Emperor. Civil wars ensued, and the most interesting 
events, that can be found in the annals of nations, belong to that 
period ; particularly the misfortunes of the amiable Elector of Sax- 
ony, and the Landgrave of Hesse—the firm suporters of the new 
opinions, and to whose adherents the name of Protestant was first 
applied. 

A brief catalogue of facts and dates must be unfriendly to a 
flowing style; we should however pronounce favourably of our 
author’s abilities, from the handsome iitroductory remarks to his 
chapters. And from these too, we might charitably believe that 
his hearty interest in the cause of religion had lightened his la- 
bours, had we not the better evidence of our knowledge of his 
character, which is that of a pious and indefatigable preacher 
ofthe Gospel. The first chapter of his book is thus introduced : 

“Tt is pleasing to behold the rising of the sun, when, from his orient bed 
he throws his first rays across the mountains, and in the progress of his 
ascent, wakes into being myriads of songs, and gives to the eye all the 
sublime, and beautiful, and busy of the landscape. It is pleasing, aiso, 
when the heavens have been covered with blackness, to beliold the 
breaking away of the gloom, to see cloud after cloud dissipating and dis- 
appearing, until, at length, the whole orb of effulgence bursts forth up- 
on the world. 

‘* A similar pleasure awaits those who contemplate the progress of the 
reformation, who mark its first springings, its gradual germination, and 
the various steps of its approach to the vigor and stability of a tree, 
whose leavesare for the healing of the nations.” 

The accession of Edward VI to the throne of England—the 
young but steady prosecutor of the Reformation is poetically an- 


nounced— 

‘* From Henry’s tomb there sprung forth a vine, which, though tender 
in age, was beautiful in promise, and rich in fruit as the clusters of Esh- 
col. The hills were covered with the shadow of it, and the boughs 
thereof were like the goodly cedars. It passed away, but its memorial 
lived, fresh to the view of each succeeding generation, and fragrant even 
now as the odours of sweet incense. Edward, the Josiah of England, 
succeeded his father. He was only nine years old when he began to 
reign, and, by the will of his father, was placed under the care of six- 
teen counsellors, who were to govern the kingdom until the completion 
of his 18th year.” 

Chap. XIII. is prefaced by a practical admonition which every 
reader may address to his own conscience, whilst his indignant 
spirit swells at the inhuman sacrifices to the bigotry of the detes- 
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‘‘ We would fain pause amid this recital, and contemplate, for a mo- 
ment, the desperately wicked character of the human heart ; how entire- 
ly resigned to selfisaness, and how utierly dead to all that is holy, ex- 
cept so far as influenced by the spirit of God. We have adverted to this 
repeatedly before, but it is useful to revolve the reflection again and 
again, as it may fasten upon our souls a deep sense of the importance of 
our securing the baptism of the Holy Ghest. ‘These English, or rather 
Romish persecutors, of olden time, though they appear to our view reek- 
ing from their butcheries, are only exhibiting the same depravity of 
which we ourselves are sharers. If the blessed reformation, reflecting 
upon our fathers and upon us, the unclouded light of the Bible for cen- 
turies, has taught us better ; we should remember that, if left to our- 
selves, we should be prone tosimilar enormities. And though, like Ha- 
zael, we may each exclaim, “ Am I a dog that I should do this thing ?” 
we should rather enquire—were not these papists from the same stock 
with us? inheritors of the same nature ? united to the same tallen Adam? 
Have we not in ourselves the seeds of every evil passion ; and, though 
our Constitutions are cast in somewhat different moulds, and our sympa- 
thies are, diverse in degree, would not those seeds, if unchecked, spring 
up tothe perpetration of every variety of sin? Surely then it becomes 
us, while we are weeping for others, to weep also for ourselves. Sure- 
ly it becomes us, while we are wondering at the depravity of human na- 
ture, to call to mind the fact, that we are partakers of the same human 
nature ; and to ask our consciences the question, each and every one of 
us—Have I been born again? Am Ia new creature ? Have old things 
passed away, and all things become new inme? Ifthis question cannot 
be answeredin the affirmative, we are not fit for the kingdom of Hea- 
ven: so says He who has the key of that kingdom—the Lord Jesus 
Christ.” 

Upon the whole, we consider Mr. Allen’s, a very useful and in- 
teresting book, which ought to be generally read. We are 
pleased to hear that it is likely soon to arrive at a second edition, 
when we should be glad the author would render more plain, such 
passages as the following at page 253, he says “ they formed the 
League of Smalcald for their mutual defence.” Should he not 


have told us that the league was formed at Smaicaid, thence the 
name. 





FOR THE PORT FOLIO. 

Art. VIII.—Conversations on the Bible. By a Lady of Phila- 
deifhia. Second edition enlarged and improved. Philadelphia, 
published by Harrison Hall 2 vols. price $ 1 75. 

Mr. Editor, 


As you are nearly related to the author of the abovementioned 
work, and will, probably, feel some delicacy in expressing your 
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“a Pope and Emperor. Civil wars ensued, and the most interesting 

events, that can be found in the annals of nations, belong to that 

period ; particularly the misfortunes of the amiable Elector of Sax- 

| ony, and the Landgrave of Hesse—the firm suporters of the new 

et opinions, and to whose adherents the name of Protestant was first 
applied. 

A brief catalogue of facts and dates must be unfriendly to a 
flowing style; we should however pronounce favourably ef our 
author’s abilities, from the handsome nitroductory remarks to his 
chapters. And from these too, we might charitably believe that 
his hearty interest in the cause of religion had lightened his la- 
bours, had we not the better evidence of our knowledge of his 

character, which is that of a pious and indefatigable preacher 
i ofthe Gospel. The first chapter of his book is thus introduced : 
i ** It is pleasing to behold the rising of the sun, when, from his orient bed 
| he throws his first rays across the mountains, and in the progress of his 
, ascent, wakes into being myriads of songs, and gives to the eye all the 
| sublime, and beautiful, and busy of the landscape. It is pleasing, aiso, 
when the heavens have been covered with blackness, to beliold the 
breaking away of the gloom, to see cloud after cloud dissipating and dis- 
appearing, until, at length, the whole orb of effulgence bursts forth up- 
on the world. ' 
‘* A similar pleasure awaits those who contemplate the progress of the 
reformation, who mark its first springings, its gradual germination, and 
the various steps of its approach to the vigor and stability of a tree, 
whose leavesare for the healing of the nations.” 
The accession of Edward VI to the throne of England—the 
young but steady prosecutor of the Reformation is poetically an- 
nounced— 3 
q “From Henry’s tomb there sprung forth a vine, which, though tender 
in age, was beautiful in promise, and rich in fruit as the clusters of Esh- 
col. The hills were covered with the shadow of it, and the boughs 
thereof were like the goodly cedars. It passed away, but its memorial 
lived, fresh to the view of each succeeding generation, and fragrant even 
now as the odours of sweet incense. Edward, the Josiah of England, 
succeeded his father. He was only nine years old when he began to 
reign, and, by the will of his father, was placed under the care of six- 
teen counsellors, who were to govern the kingdom until the completion 
of his 18th year.” 
Chap. XIII. is prefaced by a practical admonition which every 
reader may address to his own conscience, whilst his indignant 
spirit swells at the inhuman sacrifices to the bigotry of the detes- 
‘able Mary. 
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‘‘ We would fain pause amid this recital, and contemplate, for a mo- 
ment, the desperately wicked character of the human heart ; how entire- 
ly resigned to selfishness, and how uterly dead to all that is holy, ex- 
cept so far as influenced by the spirit of God. We have adverted to this 
repeatedly before, but it is useful to revolve the reflection again and 
again, as it may fasten upon our souls a deep sense of the importance of 
our securing the baptism of the Holy Ghost. ‘These English, or rather 
Romish persecutors, of olden time, though they appear to our view reek- 
ing from their butcheries, are only exhibiting the same depravity of 
which we ourselves are sharers. If the blessed reformation, reflecting 
upon our fathers and upon us, the unclouded light of the Bible for cen- 
turies, has taught us better ; we should remember that, if left to our- 
selves, we should be prone tosimilar enormities. And though, like Ha- 
zael, we may each exclaim, “ Am I a dog that I should do this thing ?” 
we should rather enquire—were not these papists from the same stock 
with us? inheritors of the same nature ? united to the same tallen Adam? 
Have we not in ourselves the seeds of every evil passion ; and, though 
our Constitutions are Cast in somewhat different moulds, and our sympa- 
thies are diverse in degree, would not those seeds, if unchecked, spring 
up tothe perpetration of every variety of sin? Surely then it becomes 
us, while we are weeping for others, to weep also for ourselves. Sure- 
ly it becomes us, while we are wondering at the depravity of human na- 
ture, to call to mind the fact, that we are partakers of the same human 
nature ; and to ask our consciences the question, each and every one of 
us—Have I been born again? Am I] a new creature? Have old things 
passed away, and ail things become new inme? Ifthis question cannot 
be answeredin the affirmative, we are not fit for the kingdom of Hea- 
ven: so says He who has the key of that kingdom—the Lord Jesus 
Christ.” 

Upon the whole, we consider Mr. Allen’s, a very useful and in- 
teresting book, which ought to be generally read. We are 
pleased to hear that it is likely soon to arrive at a second edition, 
when we should be glad the author would render more plain, such 
passages as the following at page 253, he says “ they formed the 
League of Smalcald for their mutual defence.” Should he not 


have told us that the league was formed at Smaica/d, thence the 
name. 





FOR THE PORT FOLIO. 

Art. VIII.—Conversations on the Bible. By a Lady of Phila- 
deinhia. Second edition enlarged and improved. Philadelphia, 
published by Harrison Hall 2 vols. price $1 75. 

Mr. Editor. 


As you are nearly related to the author of the abovementioned 
work, and will, probably, feel some delicacy in expressing your 
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whole sentiments about it, I beg leave to present to you the following 
brief review, which I regard as only a small tribute to its merit. 

It is with great pleasure that I recognise in the author o: this 
learned and judicious production, a lady of our own City and a 
daughter of a former Provost of our University. Mrs. H. has 
before been known in the character of an author and her pieces 
have always displayed marksof genius, but, 1 believe, she has never 
before ventured upon so extensive a performance as the one now 
presented to the public. Her plan in this work, is a good one, 
and executed with considerable skill and address. 

She has contrived to comprise in a very small compass an in- 
teresting narrative of all the leading facts recorded in the Old 
Testament. Objections to the Scriptures, which would naturally 
occur are stated by the different dialogists, and very ingenious 
and satisfactory answers are returned tothem. The author dis- 
covers, throughout the whole of this treatise, that she is well 
versed in theological learning, and there is not a single view 
taken by her of the several subjects which she discusses, to which 
the sound divine might not cheerfully accede. Indeed, it is not 
a little creditable to her, that while too many of her sex are spend- 
ing the force of their understandings and exhausting their sensi- 
bilities, in perusing works of mere amusement, such as novels 
and romances, or pieces of frivolous poetry, she should have found 
time, amidst the cares of a family, to make such solid and useful 
acquisitions in sacred literature. May her excellent example 
have its effect upon the ladies of our City and Country, and lead 
them, instead of uselessly consuming their time in the perusal of 
those fictitious productions, which enfeeble their intellectual 
powers, deprave their taste and awaken a spurious sensibility, to 
direci their attention to higher pursuits, and spend their leisure 
hours, in contracting an intimacy with the great and good among 
the dead and living, which shall serve to enlighten their minds, 
cultivate their moral feelings and prepare them cheerfully and ju- 
diciously to perform those duties which are imposed upon them 
in life. 

The style of Mrs. H. is neat, perspicuous and chaste, in a very 
considerable degree. She has confined herself, for the most part 
to the humble task of putting into correct and condensed phrase 
the facts of the sacred writers, although, in doing this, she disco- 
vers genius that might succeed in much bolder undertakings 
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In a few instances, however, she has become somewhat more ad- 
venturous, in attempting to turn into our English rhyme some of 
the Hetrew songs, and we do not think that we bestow undue 
praise upon her, when we say that she has executed this task also 
with more than usual happiness of style and manner. To justify 
ourselves in the praises which we very sincerely and cordially be- 
stow upon this production, we beg leave to present our readers 
with the following specimens both of the prose and verse. 


“ Motruer. All that I have said to you my dear, or shall say, is 
one connected story, though episodes, particularly affecting, are 
sometimes interposed, and it is no wonder you should hear them 
with delight. You cannot study them too much, for they are ac- 
curate pictures of the human heart, and related with exquisite 
skill. The most accomplished writers of fiction have taken hints 
from many of them for their finest compositions ; but as the face 
of nature is always more interesting than a copy, so the real inci- 
dents of life, are infininitely more affecting than the best imita- 
tions. The wisdom and goodness which dictated the scriptures 
for our instruction, are evinced in giving us lessons in a form so 
engaging, that pleasure and profit go hand in hand. That which I 
am about to relate of Abraham, would be incredible, if it were not 
stamped with the unquestionable impress of veracity. 

To put the faith and obedience of Abraham, who is emphatical- 
ly called, “ the father of the faithful,” to tae most rigid trial, God 
commanded him to take Isaac his son into the land of Moriah, and 
offer him on one of the mountains for a burnt offering. Isaac, his 
only son, whom he loved—lIsaac, whose children were to be mul- 
tiplied as the stars of heaven—and in whom, “all the families of 
the earth were to be blessed !”—How can all this come to pass if 
he is to be put to death before he has one child from whom a race 
might descend? Without being a father; the father ofan only 
child—-and one too from whom great and peculiar blessings were 
to be derived, it is impossible to appreciate the extreme hardship 
of this singular experiment. 

Fanny. I often recollect a very affecting answer of a lady 
which I have somewhere read, who in excessive grief for the loss 
of a child, was exhorted by her confessor to imitate the resigna- 
tion of Abeaham. “ Ah! father,” cried she, “ God would never 
have required sach a sacrifice at the hand of a mother !” 

CuHarLes. But how could Abraham be made to believe that so 
cruel a sacrifice was required at his hand ? 

Morner. The creator ofthe human mind, my son, must know 
how to impress it infallibly; and we may be sure that he would 
leave no doubt of the source of a command so truly distressing. 
We may be sure the patriarch had none, because he obeyed. He 
obeyed too, because he knew that the sovereign had a right to re- 
quire the life he had given. He arose early in the morning, and 
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took Isaac his beloved child, and two of his young men, and after 
cutting the wood for the fire, went three days’ journey imo the 
land of Moriah. Whoen they came near to the appointed place, 
Abrabam directed the servants, who might have interposed to 
prevent the execution of his purpose, to remain there, while he 
and the lad should go and worship Then laying the weod on the 
shoulders of his son, and taking the fire and the knife in his own 
hand, they proceeded to prepare the altar. Unapprised ot the se- 
vere duty imposed on his father, Isaac, very naturall, enquired— 
“ Here is the fire and the wood, but where is the lamb for a burnt 
offering ?”’ “ My son,” said the pious Abraham, * God will pro- 
vide himself a lamb.”? And so indeed he did; for at the moment 
when, having bound his son, and latd him on the altar, his uplift- 
ed arm with still unshaken confidence, prepared to strike the fatal 
blow, the Angel of the Lord called to him out of heaven, * Lay 
not thine hand on the lad—for now I know that thou fearest God, 
seeing that thou hast not withheld thy son, thine only son from 
me.” Lovking up, the patriarch beheld a ram caught in the 
thicket by his horns. This he took, and offered instead of his son. 
This act of faith, more honourable to Abraham than wealth and 
military triumphs, God was pleased to reward with renewed as- 
surances of protection and favour. (B. C. 1871.) 

Cuarves. Suchan uncommon act of submission certainly de- 
served a reward. 

Moruer. No act of man can deserve a reward from the Deity 
to whom all his services are due. But virtue and piety are some- 
times graciously distinguished even in this life, and for our en- 
couragement we know, they will certainly be rewarded here- 
after. 

A very eminent advocate for the divine fegation of Moses, whose 
learning and ingenuity entitle his opinions to great respect, takes 
another view of this remarkable event in the life of Abraham, 
which, although not inconsistent with, is somewhat different from 
that which [ have just presented to you. Action being a common 
mode of communication in the East, he considers this whole exhi- 
bition as designed to develope completely the promise to Abraham 
(hitherto opened by degrees, and but partially understood) by a 
lively representation* of the sacrifice of an Only Son, which 
should one day be offered on this same Mount of Moriah. Thus 
the seemingly harsh command, became really, the brilliant re- 
ward of his singular piety. 

CATHERINE. Why then did Moses in his relation, conceal 
this most interesting truth and speak of the command as the trial! 
of Abraham’s faith ° 

Moruer. It was truly, though incidentally, atrial of his faith ; 
while, according to this writer it had, primarily, a more important 


* Bishop Warburton considers this the true interpretation of that declara 


tion of Christ, «© Abraham rejoiced to see my dav” 
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reference, which, his people being then under a preparatory dis- 
pensation, Moses was not permitted to declare otherwise, than in 
his prelusive institutions.” Vol. 1, page 42. 


“Cuakrces. Let me take this opportunity to ask the reason of 
that ancient custom of giving travellers water to wash their feet ; 
we should think it an awkward piece of civility now. 

Moruer. We do not require it. Our convenient boots and 
shoes were not known to the people who practised this courtesy. 
They wore sandals, which exposed the upper part of the foot to 
the dust. Washing the feet and bathing the whole body is so ne- 
cessary to health, as well as comfort, that it becomes a religious 
rite in very hot climates. But I will not detain you from the 
meeting of Joseph with his brethren. 

Fanny. Yes, I am impatient to return to that eventful dinner. 

Moruer. No explanatior however took place at this second 
meeting, for the purposes of Providence were not yet completed. 
Every thing that occurred was calculated toexcite wonder and 
reflection ; especially the singular notice that was taken of Benja- 
min: for Joseph not only graciously accepted their present, and 
asked affectionatcly for their father, “the old man of whom they 
had spoken ;” but seeing a new face among them, he gently in- 
quired, “ Is this your younger brother? God be gracious to thee 
my son,” was all he could articulate ; and hurrying from them to 
his chamber he gave vent to his tears. When his agitated feclings 
were in some measure tranquilized, he washed his face, and assu- 
ming an air of indifference, met his family and guests. 

Three tables were prepared ; one for the governor of Egypt, 
another for his eleven brothers, and a third for the nobles who 
were admitted to his society, and who could not submit to the a- 
bomination of eating with the Hebrews. 

Cuarvtes. Dear mother, your narrative so often encounters 
the customs or prejudices of the ancients, of whom I am always 
anxious to learn what I can, that I am tempted to interrupt you— 
Pray tell me why these people could not eat together. 

Moruwer. Because the Hebrews, who at that time made no 
distinction in articles of food, would eat the flesh of animals held 
sacred by the Egyptians ; and the abhorrence of the latter for 
such a profanation wouid not permit them to sit at table with those 
who committed it. : 

But though offensive in this particular, the strangers were 
treated with extraordinary civility. Arranged carefully in the or- 
der of their birth, they received each a portion from the governor’s 
table ; but Benjamin’s was five times the quantity of any of his broth- 
crs’. This singular attention amazed them ; but as they saw no im- 
mediate occasion of alarm, they enjoyed the present moment in 
ieasting and mirth. Early the next morning they commenced their 
journey homeward laden with provisions as much as they could 
possibly carry. But scarcely had they lost sight of the city, when 


they were overtaken by the very steward who had seemed so stu- 
VoL, x11. 12 
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dious of their comfort, and abruptly reproached with having re- 
turned evil tor good in that they had stoien the golden cup of his 

master! Confident in their iunocence, and seeing only in this 
disgraceful charge some new oppression of their mysterious per- 
secutor, they fearlessly inquired, how they who had brought back 
the moncy discovered in their sacks on the former occasion, which 
they might have concealed and retained, could now be suspected 
of an action they abhorred ? And to evince their indignant sinceri- 
ty, they added, * let him die with whom the cup shali be found.” 
Tie terms were accepted, and the baggage immediately examin- 
ed ; beginning with Reuben’s and descending to Benjamin, when 
lo! in the sack of the latterthe goblet was found. 

Fanny. Alas! Had he stolen it indeed ? 

Motuwer. O no—it was placed there secretly by Joseph’s di- 
rections, whu intended by these trials to bring them to a sense‘ of 
their guilt. Their conviction had seemed yet incomplete : but 
now overpowered entirely by the dreadful result ef heir own sti- 
pulation, they saw the hand of God taking vengeance for their 
brother’s blood. In awful suspense they returned to the presence 
of Joseph, aud prostrating themselves at his feet, they exclaimed, 
“what shall we speak, or how shall we clear ourselves! God 
hath found out the iniquity of thy servants : behold we are my lord’s 
servants, both we, and he with whom the cup is found.” 

* God forbid,” returned he, “that 1 should do so: the man in 
whose hand the cup is found, he shall be my servant, as for you, 
get you up to your father in peace.’ 

‘«¢ This determination was the climax of their sufferings. To see 
the sorrow they had once wantonly brought upon their father by 
tearing from him his favourite, renewed in the loss of Benjamin, 
they could not endure. Judah, therefore, encouraged by the amia- 
ble deportment of Joseph, approached him, and deprecating his 
anger, he prayed to be heard. He then went on to rehearse with 
the simple eloquence of heartfelt grief, the whole history of their 
coming into Egypt. He painted the anguish of his father for the 
loss of "Joseph, his best beloved child, his subsequent tenderness 
for Benjamin, the only remaining sen of their mother, and his ex- 
cessive unwillingness to trust him out of his sight. Nor did he 
forget indirectly to appeal to the generosity of the governor, by 
reminding him that the unhappy Israel would not have been 
brought into this dilemma but for his own rigid enquiry,—“ have 
ye yeta brother ‘” and his refesal to let them have corn except 
their younger brother came down. ‘ Suspecting no danger,” he 
continued, * he had readily become the surety for his safety ; and 
now that the liberty of Benjamin was thus inexplicably forfeited, 
he would pay the penalty in his stead, for he could not return and 
behold the anguish of his father.’’ 

‘‘ This pathetic speech of Judah, not one word of which can be 
omitted without losing a significant expression, was admirably 
adapted to affect such a man as Joseph ; his firmness was conquer- 
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ed—the tide of tender emotions could no longer be restrained— 
and hastily commanding every one except the culprits to leave the 
room. he exclaimed, “ I am Joseph—dvoes my father yet live /”-= 
Amazement, joy, and shame overpowered his brethren. Silence, 
the mast profound, could alone declare the tumultuous passions 
which mingled in their bosoms. He saw them unable to speak, 
and generously encouraged and comforted them-——“ Come near, I 
pray you,” said he,“ Iam Joseph your brother, whom ye sold into 
Egypt; be not grieved therefore nor angry with yourseives that 
ye sold me hither, for God did send me before you to preserve 
life.’ And seeing them incredulous, and pitying their confusion, 
he continued to assure them, “ haste ye, go to my father and say 
to him, thus saith thy son Joseph, God hath made me lord of 
all Egypt ; come down unto me, tarry not, and I will nourish thee, 
for there are yet five years of famine ; thou shalt dwell in Goshen, 
with all that thou hast. lest thou come to poverty. Your eyes see, 
and the eyes of my brother Benjamin see, that it is my mouth that 
speaketh unto you ; tell my father of all my giory in Egypt, and all 
that ye have seen, and haste and bring down my father hither.”’— 
The generous effort to relieve his troubicd brothers was now ex- 
hausted. Language refused any Jonger her aid; but throwing 
his arms around his beloved Benjamin, and by turns embracing 
them all, tears, the natural eloquence of unutterabie tenderness, 
expressed the rest. 

‘« Tranquillity and confidence by degrees succeeded these impas- 
sioned feelings, and they conversed aff¢ctionately together. In 
the mean while, the report of this unexpected meeting had gone 
abroad. The violence of Joseph’s agitation had been overheard 
by his servants ; every one rejoiced in the happiness of their bene- 
factor ; and Pharaoh himself, embracing every opportunity to tes- 
tify his higi regard for him, gave immediate command that car- 
riages should be prepared to bring down the father of Joseph and 
his whole family into Egypt. “ Regard not your stuff,” said the 
generous prince, * for the good of ali the land of Egypt is yours.” 

Preparations were accordingly made, and the sons of Israel, la- 
den with provisions and presents both for him and themselves, re- 
turned to their father with the tidings of Joseph’s existence and 
elevation in Egypt. 

Fanny. These tidings would be aimost as insupportable as the 
former had been, though from an opposite cause. 

Motuer. His feeble spirits fainted under the excess of sur- 
prise and joy, and only the evidence of the carriages provided by 
Joseph and the munificent monarch whom he served, to transport 
him with all that he had, could convince him that such great and 
unexpected blessings were his. “ It is enough, (said he) Joseph 
my son, is yet alive—I will go and see him before I die.” Vol. 1, 
page 10}. 7 
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Song of Deborah and Barak. 


“ Praised be the Lord, the high, the holy one 
Who Israel’s sons avenged—Himself alone. 
Our willing hands the sacred banners raise, 
Thine is the cause ; be thine our God the praise ! 
Hear O ye Princes—O ye kings give ear, 
Sing praise tu Israel’s God ; adore and fear. 
When Thou went’st forth from Edom’s smoking field, 
The heav’ns bow’d down, the clouds their droppings yield 
Seir’s dewy mount thy awful presence felt, 
Its bases tremble, and its summits melt ! 
From Israel’s hills, unhallowed altars rise ; 
Then wasting wars, the guilty land chastise. 
In valiant Shamgar’s rule and Jael’s days, 
Oppressed Israel waiked in secret ways ; 
From wonted paths they turn in fearful haste, 
Their towns deserted and their fields laid waste ! 
Vengeance they cry, in vain——of all bereft, 
With forty thousand not a spear was left. 
Then heaven-appointed Deborah arose, 
To rescue Jacob, and chastise his foes. 
From Tabor’s sides the awakened people pour, 
And fill the plain of Kishon’s wide-spread shore. 
The chiefs of Israel to the combat came, 
Led by Jehovah. Praise his mighty name! 
Speak ye his wond’rous deeds, who ride in state, 
Who sit in judgment in the lofty gate.* 
Speak ye, whose happy villages are freed, 
Whose flocks beside your wells securely feed. 
No more the archer’s shout, your ears assail, 
Rings through the hills, and saddens ev’ry vale, 
Barak arise! Lead on—in triumph lead, 
The captive princes, and the prancing steed. 
Mother in Israel! Deborah awake, 
Judgment, renown, and wide dominion take! 
Why Reuben didst thou in the sheep-fold stay, 
The bleating of thy flocks what charm had they ° 
Asher beside the Sea secure remained ; 
His freighted ships, ignoble Dan detain’d. 
Gilead from far, beheld the hostile scene, 
While Jordan’s peaceful current roll’d between. 
Thy patriot warriors Zebulon, were they, 
Who dared the battle that disastrous day ! 
Thy chiefs too, Naphtali, were they who fought, 
On Tabor’s heights they set their lives at nought. 
Canaan’s impious princes came from far, 


* The Gate of the city—where anciently judgment was dispensed. 
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Megiddo’s waters saw the unrighteous war. 
Vainly they strove—the coursing stars can tell ; 
They fought for Israel, when bold Sisera fell! 
Kishon., that ancient stream, avenging roars, 
And sweeps the invaders from his blood-stained shores. 
Awake my soul! thy mighty deeds rehearse, 
But curse ye Meroz—said tie angel,—curse ! 
They came not to the battle of the Lord, 
Nor in Jehovah’s honour drew a sword. 
Blessed beyond the lot of woman’s fame 
Be Heber’s wife—illustrious her name! 
The deadly implements her hands impel 
And at her feet proud Sisera bowed—he fell! 
Ah, hapless mother! thou enquirest in vain, 
What direful cause his chariot-wheels detain ? 
Her ladies answer—she herself replies, 
While fearful visions in her bosom rise, 
‘¢ Comes not my son in gorgecus robes array’d, 
“ The victor’s spoil, of curious texture made. 
* Do captive maids the conq’rors triumph grace 
«“ The blooming daughters of that hated race !” 
As Sisera, be thine enemies, O Lord ! 
While those who love and trust thy holy word, 
Shine like the Sun, progressive in his strength, 
And reach thy glorious mount of peace at length. 


Fanny. Difficult as it is to reconcile our present notions with 
the conduct of Jael—or indeed to the participation of women in 
warlike exploits at all, f must plume myself on Deborah. The 
appointment of a woman to the dignity of a ruler and a prophet, by © 
unerring wisdom, is in favour of my opinion, that the mental pow- 
ers of the sexes are naturally equal. 


MorueEr. This is a question my dear, which we can never de- 
termine until their natural powers are alike cultivated by educa- 
tion. So long as one and twenty years are unremittingly given 
to the improvement of the one, and not more than half that time 
to the other, and that besides in a desultory manner, it will be al- 
together unfair to estimate the minds of men and women by their 
subsequent conduct. 


That the Creator, has separated their respective spheres of ac- 
tion by a line almost impassable, there ought to be no question, 
and perhaps the entire devotion of females to study for so many 
years, might be somewhat incompatible with their peculiar desti- 
nation, still we may be allowed to contend, that a large portion of 
knowledge, the early and careful improvement of every talent, is 
necessary to qualify women for the useful discharge of those du- 
ties—as well as to sustain them, under the sufferings to which 
they are peculiarly liable. Neglected as they are, and unfurnish- 
ed with adequate armour, they often meet the ills of life with sur- 
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prising fortitude, and have even governed empires with ability. I 
cannot however gratify you with the elevation of another female 
besides Deborah in this period of sacred history. A female So- 
vereign arose some centuries after in Israel. but we derive no ho- 
nour from her character.” Vol. 1. page 275. 


Fanny. Mother, you have now finished the history of the Old 
Testament, without mentioning the Book of Job. You have I be 
lieve named every other,—why did you omit that? 

Moruwer. The Book of Job was omitted because it is wholly 
unconnected with the history cf which we have spoken. Job was 
not a Jew, nor does he appear to have known any thing of that 
people, but rather to have lived some ages before they became a 
nation. ) 

Fanny. Why then, is his story inserted amongst the sacred 
writings, which are chiefly devoted to their affairs. 

Moruer. By the sacred writings, we donot mean merely such 
books as were connected with the Jewish history, but all the in- 
spired books which have come down to us, and considering the 
scrupulous care that has been most religiously devoted to their 
preservation, it may be presumed that we now possess all that did 
ever bear the sacred stamp. We have histories of the Jews by 
some profane authors, and frequent ailusions to them by others. 
We read also of * the book of Josher,” * the book of Iddo the seer,” 
and “ the book of the wars of the Lord’’—these were historical, but 
probably not inspired, otherwise, they would not have been lost, 
as they now certainly are. But this sublime poem has been trea- 
sured up with the sacred rolls of the Jews from the earliest peri- 
od of their written history, and is transmitted with them for our 
instruction, It has all the marks of divine inspiration; its views 
of the deity are the most elevated, and its moral sentiments the 
most pure: we conclude then, that it was delivered to them by 
their revered legislator, from whom alone perhaps, they would 
have received a rule of faith and manners. 

CaTHERINE. By whom was it written ? 

Moruer. Thatis a question which divides commentators. 
Some have assigned it to Moses, and some to Job himself Some 
have supposed it to have been written by Elihu one of the actors 
in the drama, whilst others have not scrupled to bring it down so 
late as the time of Ezra, but so various are the opinions on this 
uncertain subject, that still others, and intermediate persons, be- 
tween the first and the last named, are supported as the authors, 

No book of scripture has been more severely scrutinized than 
this. ‘The reality of Job’s existence, the period, and the place in 
which he lived, as well as the pen to which we are indebted for 
this portion of his story——have all been made the subjects of very 
able discussion. The time and the design of its publication have 
also been examined. Some writers more fanciful than wise,dave 
imagined the whole book to be an allegory, or fable, agreeabiy to 
the eastern mode of giving lessons. Whilst others, with more 
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reason defend the literal truth of every circumstance related, ad- 
mitting however, that the dialogue is ornamented by the florid 
language without which, a conversation could not have been re- 
duced to measured numbers consistently with the elegance re 
quired in an epic poem _ But all these disputed points are put to 
rest by the successful labours of commentators* ail competeut to 
the work. It is not necessary that I should rehearse all the argu- 
meuts on either side, an abstract on each particular wiil prepare 
you to read their works, and to study the sublime original. I shall 
only premise, that it is allowed on all hands to be a poem of the 
most lotty character, excepting the two first and the last chapters, 
which are plain narrative, and that it is replete with instruction. 

CaruerineE. On what ground is the reality of his existence 
questioned, when the patience of Job is proposed as an example 
by the apostle James ft 

Moruer. Objections are made to the transactions related in 
the exordium. That the adversary of mankind should have ap- 
peared with the “sons of God” before the throne of the omnipo- 
tent and have obtained permission to bring a succession of calami- 
ties beyond the common lot of mortals, on a rightcous man, say 
the objectors, appears fabulous, and the protraction of the patri- 
arch’s days to the amount of an hundred and forty years after his 
trial, is inconsistent with the abridgment of man’s life after the 
flood, for that he lived after that catastrophe is evident from the 
text. 

Now the experience of every age in accordance with the words 
of inspiration is sufficient proof that the patience and resignation 
of the most pious, are often severely tried by affliction. That Sa- 
tan may be the agent,is alsoclear. He tempted Eve in Paradise, 
und our Saviour in the wilderness—but in what manner he ob- 
tains his commission, or what takes place in the celestial regions 
respecting this awful arrangement, is amongst the secret things 
of God, which we are not permitted to know. If the fact is to 
be communicated to mortals, it must be done in some way com- 
patible with human comprehension, Another argument against 
the reality of the whole story is assumed, from its metaphorical 
style, in the debate between Job and his companions. In answer 
to this, it is not necessary to contend that every word is related as 
it was spoken, although much may be allowed to the known figu- 
rative style of the Arabians, the country in which the scene is laid. 
If the sentiments are preserved, the dignified form into which the 
puem is cast, does not impugn the reality of the events. Besides, 
to the testimony of an apostle we have addec that of a prophet,} 
concerning the existence of such a man as Job. And with res- 
pect to the number of his years—they did not so far exceed that 


* Gray, Magee, Peters, Horne, &c. 
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of other patriarchs. (considering too that he was but young at the 
date of his trial) that we may not suppose him to have been fa- 
voured with an extraordinary length of life, as a reward cf his pi- 
ous fortitude, and a gracious compensation for his extraordinary 
sufferings. 

Job is called “ the greatest of all the men of the East,” by the 
inspired historian. “ The whole region between Egypt and the 
Euphrates, was called the East, at first in respect to Egypt, and 
afterwards absolutely, and without any relation to situation or cir- 
cumstances.”’* He dwelt in the land of Uz, which is saidto bea 
district of Arabia, lying between Egypt and Philistia. Having 
discovered the place of Job’s residence, there is no difficulty in 
ascertaining the period at which he flourished. The whole com- 
plexion of the book in question, bears the mark of high anuquity. 
He was the priest of his own family according to patriarchal cus- 
toms, and offered sacrifices for his children and his friends ; con- 
sequently he lived before the institution of a regular priesthood 
by Moses, to which alone belonged this privilege after the pro- 
mulgation of the law. He offered them at his own dwelling, 
whereas, the Levites, as you know, might sacrifice only at the con- 
secrated tabernacle. Had there been a law, the acknowledged 
piety of Job would have restrained him from transgressing it. 
His wealth is reckoned by his flocks—he had seven thousand 
sheep, and three thousand camels, besides an immense herd of 
cattle ; he therefore led the pastoral life—the earliest occupation 
of man. Our bible chronology dates the trial of Job about twen- 
ty-nine years hefore the Exodus from Egypt. That there is no 
allusion to such a nation as the Israelites, or their peculiar system, 
to the miracles by which they were delivered from the cruel hand 
of Pharaoh, or by which they were sustained forty years in a de- 
sert, is abundant evidence that he lived anterior to these wonder- 
fulevents. Their number, and their notoriety, must have reached 
the ears of those who lived in the very neighbourhood where they 
occurred. Sodom, Gomorrah and the other cities of the plain lay 
still nearer to the land of Uz—all the people of [dumea must have 
known of their miraculous ruin, yet none of all these most re- 
markable transactions are mentioned in the conversation between 
Job and his companions—a conversation which turning chiefly on 
the power of God, and the manner of his dealings with the chil- 
dren of men, afforded an opportunity so favourable, that they must 
have been noticed had they taken place before that time. It is 
also observable, that all these men, though coming from dlffer- 
ent parts of Arabia, spoke the same language, the original He- 
brew ; from which it would appear, that they conversed together 
on this memorable occasion before it was corrupted into different 
dialects by the posterity of Abraham. 

It is well known that of all the various forms by which the true 
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religion was debased, amongst the most ancient was the worship 
of the sun and moon ; and te this alone is there any allusion in the 
book of Job. 

From these, and yet other arguments, the high antiquity of this 
incomparable book is completely proved. A late writer* of great 
erudition, collecting them all—concludes the time of Job to have 
been eight hundred and eighteen years after the deluge, and one 
hundred and eighty-four before the birth of Abraham, which 
would carry it back some ages beyond the date in our common 
bibles. But it isa nicer point to determine by whom this interest- 
ing story was written. It may have been the work of Job him- 
self, but the thirty second chapter affords a strong presumption 
that Elihu was the author. Moses having found it during his long 
exile in Midian, might deliver it to his rebellious people in the 
desert, as a corrective of their unthankful temper, and an encou- 
ragement to submission by the rewards that are there held out to 
quiet suffering. 

CaTHERINE. It would then appear that this is the oldest book 
in the world, even more ancient than the pentateuch. 1 should 
now be glad to have some account of the argument which is be- 
yond my present comprehension. I hope it will not be always so, 
but that | may hereafter obtain a better knowledge, both of this 
and every other part of sacred writ. 

Moruen. I am only able to give you a general view of a com- 
position so magnificent : although it contains instruction the most 
obvious, it is yet veiled to the most illustrious scholars, by our im- 
perfect knowledge of the eastern idioms, and by the transcendant 
nature of the subject. The God of nature is discovered in his 
works, we see—we feel—we admire and adore! Much is given 
to exercise the intellectual faculties of man, but much more is ex- 
alted beyond his best attainments. Of his justice and his mercy 
we see the effects in his moral government, but we are often lost 
in conjecture when we attempt to scan the reason of his dispen- 
sations. These high matters were the chief subject of debate be- 
tween Job and his disputatious friends. Guided only by the light 
of nature and tradition, and destitute of the revelation with which 
we are favoured, although they often “ spoke amiss,” it is yet sur- 
prising that they were in general so correct. ' 

Job was a man of great eminence, a prince perhaps, or a ma- 
gistrate in the land cf Uz. Endowed with wisdom, wealth, and 
virtue, he was reverenced by every class of society. His children 
had grown to maturity and misfortune had not violated his dwell- 
ing. Encompassed by all the blessings of domestic and social 
life, he seemed almost beyond her reach. But suddenly he is 
bereft of ali! Neighbouring bands of roving Chaldeans overrun 
his fields—his flocks and herds are swept awzy, and the shep- 
herds and ploughmen put to the sword! Scarcely had these dis- 
asters reached his ears, when the blow is finished by another 
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messenger. All his children assembled ata feast in their elder 
brother’s house, are crushed to death in its fall, by a fierce whirl- 
wind! Sucha tide of accumulated evils, might well have burst 
the heart of a father, and a man! But in the midst of prosperity 
Jod had prepared his heart fur a reverse. Whilst his sons and 
daughters, bad gone from house to house at some festive season, 
the pious patriarch had ‘risen early in the morning, and offered 
burnt offerings, according to the number of them all ;” “ It may 
be,” said he, “ that my sons have sinned in a moment of intempe- 
rance, and blasphemed their Creator,” Thus he stood ready to 
submit to the divine will, in that beautiful ascription to his un- 
questioned sovereignty, which fell without a murmur from his 
lips. The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away—Biessed 
be the name of the Lord.” But this was not all—the saint was 
to be yet further proved. He is smitten with “ sore boils, from 
the sole of his foot to his crown!” His wife, who seems not to 
have borne affliction with the same placid temper, was astonished 
that he should yet confide in Jehovah—but he silenced her: 
«“ What,” said he, * shall we receive good at the hand of God, and 
not evil?” “In all this,’ adds the historian, “ Job sinned not 
with his lips.” Happy would it be for you and me, who have the 
assured bope of rejoining our pious friends after death, could we 
give them up with the same obedient will. 

Fanny. Was he altogether without that consoling hope ? 

Motuer By some it has been supposed that he was. By 
others, his beliet in a future state of glory through the interces- 
sion of a Kedeemer, is supposed to be clearly marked in some 
sentences, which he afterwards uttered. Be this as it may, his 
subdued disposition is intitled to the highest praise. And in this 
happy state of mind, it is probable he would have remained had 
he been left to himself. But that serenity which the heavy-hand 
of God had never moved, was disturbed by man, less merciful— 
and less just. Such unparallelled calamity was soon spread far and 
wide throughout Arabia, and three men his particular friends, 
Bildad, Zophar, and Eliphaz, all men of rank in Idumea, came 
together to conduje with him. They had heard of the loss of his 
immense property—the death of ail his children—and of his own 
agonizing disease-—but when they approached him whom they 
had seen seated in the gate dispensing the law—the most honour- 
able in all the land—* before whom the princes re frained talking, 
and the nobles held their peace—in whose presence the aged 
arose, and the young men shrunk away,” when they now saw him 
stretched upon the earth, a loathsome spectacle from which his 
own domestics turned away—amazement, grief, and horror, struck 
them dumb—they sat down by him on the ground, and for days 
and nights no one broke the solemn silence of unutterable woe! 
In this interval of meditation, the kindly sympathy of pitying 
friendship gave way to the cooler dictates of erroneous reason. 
Thev were themselves virtuous and had flourished in uninter- 
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yupted joy——they were not overwhelmed by misery in every tor- 
turing shape like the wretched Job—piety in them had found a 
rich reward—whence then the uncommon weight of woe that had 
befallen him! Surely, they concluded, his religion was but a vain 
pretence, and the hypocrite is now exposed by the just jydgment 
ofa righteous Ruler. When therefore, the sufferer at length broke 
out into a passionate lamentation, even execrating the day he first 
beheld the light—they advised him to confess his secret sins, and 
thus conciliate an offended God! Conscious of the integrity of a 
well-spent life he firmly pleads his innocence. This they refused 
to admit, his unsullied reputation notwithstanding. A dialogue 
then ensues, in which the comforters contend, that the wicked on- 
ly, are punished, whilst the upright are protected and crowned 
with temporal blessings. ** Remember,” they say, “ who ever pe- 
rished being innocent, or where were the righteous cut off? 
They that plough iniquity and sow wickedness reap the same.” 
They even cruelly intimate, that his children had sinned, and 
were cut off for their transgressions. They magnify the divine 
attributes, they contend that God is just. Happy is the man,” 
says Eliphaz, “ whom God correcteth, therefore despise not thou 
the chastening of the Almighty.” He accuses Job, whose wis- 
dom and benevolence had heretofore supported others, of weak- 
ness in sinking under his own calamity. ‘ Behold, thou hast ia- 
structed many, and thou hast strengthened the feeble knees ; but 
now it is come upon thee, and thou faintest.” So hard is it to 
judge of that which experience has not made us feel! But the 
sufferer answers—“ To him that is afflicted, pity should be shown 
from his friends’—he desires only death—* even that it would 
please God to destroy him—to be hidden in the grave, where the 
wicked cease from troubling, and where the weary are at rest. 
Where the prisoners rest together, and hear not the voice of the 
oppressor.” He confesses his own unworthiness and the absolute 
power of Jehovah, but inasmuch as he is nothing in His hands, 
he expostulates with him on his exceseive rigour—and complains 
that vice and virtue are not distinguished in his administration. 
Zophar reproves him harshly for attempting to know the mind 
of the Omnipotent, and for vindicating himself: again accuses him 
of unknown crimes, and beseeclhies him to repent. Exasperated, 
at length, by the unfeeling acrimony of his accusers, while yet 
they lay no specific sin to his charge, Job ridicules their affected 
wisdom, as if he were ignorant who had been their teacher !— 
‘“‘ Miserable comforters,” cried he, “ are ye all!’ He patheti- 
cally laments his altered state, and entreats their compassion. 
“‘ Have pity upon me—have pity upon me, O ye my friends! for 
the hand of God hath touched me!’ But in vain he asks their 
pity, and in vain he contrasts his fallen state with the days when 
the light of God shined on his tabernacle. “ When the Almigh- 
ty was yet with me, when my children were about me—when the 
car heard me then it blessed me, and when the eye saw me it gave 
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witness tome. Because I delivered the poor that cried, and the 
fatherless, and him that had none to help him—the blessing of him 
that was ready to perish came upon me, and { caused the widow’s 
heart to sing for joy : the cause which I knew not I searched out.” 
In vain he calls upon them to attest the active usefulness and in- 
tegrity of his whole life, recounting, eloquently, his deeds of jus- 
tice and of charity. In vain he contends, * that the wicked are of- 
ten prosperous all their days;” that “they are reserved to the day of 
destruction ;” and confidently invokes the wrath of his Omniscient 
Judge, if he had gloried in his wealth, or had perverted his pow- 
er or his possessions to the purposes of pride or oppression—or 
if he had been betrayed into idolatry, when he “ beheld the sun 
when it it shined, or the moon walking in brightness ;” and ar- 
dently desires that the Almighty would appear, and permit him 
to plead his cause in His presence! 

Argument and asseveration were alike lost on his hard-heart- 
ed accusers. Unmoved by the pathetic appeal of their suffering 
friend, and still persuaded that he had enjoyed an unmerited re- 
putation, yet unable tu name the turpitude they suspected, and 
disyusted that they could not drive him to a voluntary confession 
of his guilt, they are at length silent. Elihu, then, who seems to 
have joined the company while they were engaged in conversation, 
and who had not yct spoken, now arose ; and, after apologizing for 
his interference, because he ‘* was young and they were very old,” 
he declares that he had listened attentively to the debate, and had 
discovered that “ great men are not always wise, neither do the 
aged judge correctly,” evidently reproving the pretended triends 
for the severity with which they had irritated the virtuous pa- 
triarch. He then turns to Job, and tells him that he had erred in 
justifying himself rather than God ; that by affirming himself to 
be altogether perfect, he had arraigned the wisdom and the jus- 
tice of the Sovereign ; that virtue could not entitle a creature to 
exemption from calamity, because it could nct profit the self-suf- 
ficient Creator ; that the counsels of God are not to be developed 
by finite man; but his chastisements are to be received with hu- 
mility ; that the righteous and the prosperous are afflicted to re- 
mind them of their dependence on the Great Supreme. “Ifthey 
obey and serve him,” he adds, “ they shall spend their days in 
prosperity and their years in pleasure.” He speaks in glowing 
terms of the magnificence of the Creator’s works, and admonishes 
Job to reverence the Deity. 

From the phraseology of Elihu, he would seem to be the author 
of the whole narrative. In the introduction to his speech, he says 
—* When J had waited,” (for they spake not, but stood still, and 
answered no more,) “ J said I will answer mypart, JZ will also show 
mine opinion,” thus speaking in the first person, whereas the other 
speakers are always quoted in the third. 

When Elihu had ceased speaking, then comes the most majes- 
tic part of the poem, a conclusion that cannot be surpassed in gran- 
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deur. “The Lord answered Job out of a whirlwind.” This is 
mysterious language to us, nor de we pretend to know how the In- 
visible Spirit spoke to man. A voice, probably, was heard in the 
whirlwind, and words were pronounced becoming a Deity to utter. 
Job is reproved for presuming to scan the moral government of 
God, the meanest of whose works he cannot understand. He is 
called upon to contemplate the works of creation, and see if he is 
able to imitate the least of them. Where wast thou (it asked) 
when the foundations of the ponderous earth were laid : “* when the 
morning stars sang together, and all the sons of God shouted for 
joy—when the bars and the doors of the unfathomable deep were 
set.’’ and the raging floods were restrained by the high command 
—‘ Hitherto shalt thou come but no further, and here shall thy 
proud waves be stayed.”” He asks, if man can control the paths of 
light or darkness: can he direct the stars in their annual round, 
or set limits to their dominion? Thunders, and lightnings, and 
clouds, and rain, and hail, and ice, and snow, are all arrayed in 
grand succession, to show the astonished auditors their compara- 
tive impotence. Descending from the firmament the august 
speaker continues to display his transcendant attributes in a few 
specimens, though but very few indeed, of animated matter—the 
eagle who mounts on high at His command—the peacock wha 
proudly spreads his glittering plumes, and the young raven * whe 
cries to God for food”’—the wild goat that leaps fearlessly from the 
craggy rock, and the lion who prowls the forest for his prey—the 
warlike horse, * whose neck is clothed with thunder,” and the 
stupendous whale,* “ before whom the mighty are afraid :”’—All, 
all, are the work of His hands :—* who, then,” He asks, “is able 
to stand before me !”” 

This appalling address produced the intended effect—Job is 
humbled, and confesses, * Behoid, I am vile, what shall I answer 
thee? I will lay my hand upon my mouth.” “TI have heard of 
thee by the hearing of the ear, but now mine eye seeth thee— 
wherefore, I abhor myself, and repent in dust and ashes.” 

As a testimony that his penitence was accepted, and that his 
sin had not been less offensive than that of his companions, he is 
now commanded to offer a sacrifice in their behalf, because “ they 
had not spoken of the Lord the thing that was right,’ and is gra- 
ciously assured that his prayers for them would be answered. Job 
is afterwards restored to health, and his friends and his Jrelations 
visit him with presents and gratulations. Sons and daughters 
again bless his dwelling—prosperity, even more affluent than he 
had enjoyed before his,trial, is again bestowed upon iim, and an 
hundred and forty years being added to his life, he lived to instruct 
four succeeding generations, by the wisdom and the piety which 
sad experience had superadded to his original endowments. 


* Leviathan. 
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Art. [X.—Donna Aminta de Buxheda: a Spanish Story. 


In my way through Spain to Corunna, I had occasion to visit 
the city of Ordunna in Biscay. In the principal room of the inn, 
I found several people gathered round an elderly woman, who was 
speaking with great emphasis. I was attracted to listen, and heard 
the following tale ; but I have to regret that I did not arrive in 
time to hear its commencement. 

“ Indeed, Senor Juan,” said my lady to the music-master, as she 
turned over a book of Italian songs, “ [ do not like those airs just 
now : let us play over the patrotic song that was sent me this morn- 
ing from my cousin at Madrid. 

‘‘ As it may please your Excellency,” said Battista, taking a 
way the book. “ Colonel Walstein my dear,” said Don Antonio Pe- 
rez, opening the door, and introducing an officer in the French 
uniform. At this sudden intrusion, my lady stepped back, and put 
on one of those looks, which when a girl she had learned from me, 
as being proper on such occasions. “ This gentleman,” said he, 
*‘ commands the detachment of the French army which does Or- 
dunna the honour ofa visit on its return to France.” ‘ Madam,” 
said the Colonel, addressing himself to my Lady, and at the same 
time looking very archly on me, “ with the assistance of that lady, 
I hope soon to have the good fortune to be less disagreeable to you.” 
*« | beg you to be seated, Sir,”? said my lady, with becoming digni- 
ty. Without more ceremony, Monsieur le Colone) drew his 
chair close to the Lady 4minta, and took her by the hand with an 
excessive freedom, requesting her to sit down also. My Lady 
was perfectly well bred, having had me about her from her infan- 
ey, so that she acquiesced without the least embarrassment. Don 
Antonio cast a look on me, made an attempt to say something ve- 
ry courteous to the stranger, and withdrew. 

“Sir,” said Donna Aminta to the Colonel, looking steadily at 
him, notwithstanding his glances and :mmpertinences, “ we are very 
happy in seeing vou at Ordunna, as you are so far on your return 
to France. We understand that they have not been very civil to 
you at Madrid, and that the ladies of Saragoza have been still less 
amiable.”” He replied with much gaiety, and, after a short pause, 
added with a smile of self-approbation, that neither Madrid nor 
Saragoza could boast a Donna Aminta de Buxheda. My Lady 
remarked, that she did not think her family name was known any 
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where but in Grenada. “ Nay,” said he, “by the eyes of beauty, 
your name is known throughout the universe. I asked this route 
from Burgos, solely that I might have the worshipping of the 
feet of Donna Aminta de Buxheda.” He made this cotamon-place 
attack on female vanity with much spirit, and throwing himself on 
one knee a little before he had done speaking, took my Lady by 
the hand, and looked in her face with an air of devotion. 

« Duenna Brigida,’’ said my sweet Lady to me, “ I think it is 
time we should go to mass; rise, sir, you must excuse my leave 
ing you.’—She then courtesied very low, and left the room. 
Monsicur le Colonel followed us to the door, and then putting a 
double pistole into my hand, said, “ Pray for me, my good lady, 
&c.” I did not like to receive a present from a strange cavalier, 
and more especially from one of France, as my confessor had as- 
sured me that all the present great people of that country are 
Atheists and Heretics, and that their emperor himself has drank 
lately of the blood of his Holiness the Pope. I. however, took the 
money, with the determination not to keep it myself; but asI did 
not know what else to do with it, I put it inte my work-bag, and 
followed my Ludy to her own room. 

« J] hate a Frenchman Brigida,” said she, “and that Colonel 
more than any that [eversaw: and now get my Mantilla, that we 
may go to church ; and my Basquina, for it is late.” 

On our way to mass, we passed through crowds of French sol- 
diers, who had just entered the town from the Burgos road. , The 
Square was quite full of them, and every street and door.— 
At such a sight, I crossed myself and said an ave-maria, and I 
am sure my Lady did the same ; for, Heaven help us, they 
looked at me for all the world like a troop of hungry wolves, which 
after having carried off the shepherd, are ready to fall upon the 
flock. We cid not return home till it was quite noon, for my La- 
dy chose to confess, to which resolution I hac nothing to oppose. 
I believe, poor thing, she felt her hatred to the French so heavy 
en her heart, that she found it necessary to lighten it by repent- 
ance. To love our enemies is certainly a part ot a Christian’s du- 
ty, with which, if we cannot comply, we ought to confess, and do 
penance for our disobedience. As we entered our own house, the 
Colonel met us at the door. Heapproached my I.ady with more 
gravity than I had believed him to possess, and requested the ho- 
nour of handing her up stairs. She gave him her hand without 
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aword. Don Antonio was already in the dining-room, enjoying a 
cigar agreeably to his custom before dinner. My Lady and I went 
to change our dress, leaving the Colonel and himtogether. On 
our return, the gay officer rose, but Don Antonio kept his seat, and 
continued to smoke his cigar. “JI have just been observing to 
your husband, Madam,” said the Colonel, “ how happy he must be 
in the possession of so much beauty and merit.” Monsieur Le 
Colonel,” replied my Lady, “ it would seem that flattery is still a 
part of French education, from your being such an adept. Pray 
tell me,” added she, “ is it Talleyrand or the Emperor who has the 
office of flattering our beloved sovereign now that he is in France. 
We know who did it before he left Spain. Monsieur, then,” said 
she, with an emphasis not to be mistaken, “ those who flatter of- 
ten, do it that they may betray.”” ‘ My dear,’’ said Don Antonia, 
laying down his cigar, “ don’t insult his Excellency.”—* On the 
contrary,’ said the Colonel, “ I admire her wit and her spirit !”— 
Then turning to my Lady, he continued, “ forgive me Donna 
Aminta, Iask your pardon.” The servants at this moment came 
in with dinner, so that I was obliged to leave the room ; although 
much against my inclination, as nothing is more nroper than deco- 
rum. I retired to my Lady’s bed-chamber, and ruminated the 
whole time of their dinner on Monsieur the French Colonel. I 
did not like Don Antonio’s calling him His Excellency ; and as to 
his coming to my Lady’s house, I knew, he had inquired at the 
inn on the other side of the Square, for the person who kept the 
best table, and had the prettiest wife in Ordunna. “ By the eyes 
of beauty, your name is known through the Universe !’ What 
hypocrites those vagabonds, are thought I. “ The villain, I am 
so happy my Lady told him how his Emperor cajoled our unsus- 
pecting King. I wish the devil would fetch his eldest-born Napo- 
leon, with Godoy round his neck, and all that like them, for the 
earth was never so beset with hell-hounds, as in these days I am 
sure this fellow’s attentions and compliments, will make noimpres- 
sion on Donna Aminta: every drop of her blood is Spanish, and 
she has always been faithful to Don Antonio!” Thus I sat think- 
ing, when she sent for me to attend her Siesta ; she said little to 
me, but lay down apparently much absorbed in meditation. 

When my Lady rose from her sofa, “ It is almost time,” said she 
«“ to dress; Lexpect the Aglaura family here to night from Vitto- 
ria to my Tertulla ; I suppose our French guest will come ; I have 
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desired him to invite as many of his officers as he thinks proper. . 
Send in the Camerara. Rosina has a good taste, she shall arrange 
my hair.” “ You are too beautiful already, my dear Lady,” said 
I,‘* for your own peace ” “ Listen,” she replied, “ to night I am 
to fight the French, so callin Rosina. You shall know more of my 
thoughts to-morrow.” Rosina dressed my Lady’s hair, which was 
naturally long and beautiful. No ornament was added to it, but 
one large pearl rosette above the forehead. Her robe of black 
muslin was elegantly fitted on by my own hands. I myself adjust- 
ed round her neck the rosary of virgin’s tears, from which the cru- 
cifix hung devoutly on her bosom. As she rose from her toilette, 
the pearl spon her brow looked like the frozen tear, that, the 
Moors say, the angel of forgiveness changed into a brilliant for 
the crown of pity. “ God bless you my child,” said I, “ Oh que 
belleza,” said Rosina, clapping her hands together, “there is 
something divine in beauty ; that inspires the old with admiration, 
and the young with rapture.” Well Brigida,” said my lady 
«“ we will now go to the saloon, and Rosina, acquaint the Senor, 
that I attend him there.” 
On entering the saloon we met Don Antonio; he had just risen 
from his Siesta. “I salute you, Don Antonio,” said my lady ; 
“but what’s the matter? you look displeased.” “You are the 
cause,”’ said he, “at least in your heart you are, but I will take 
care of you.” ‘ Are you not ashamed of yourself, Sir,” she firm- 
ly replied, “ to hold such language to your wife? Every thing is 
an object fit to rouse your low suspicions; have you not had suf- 
ficient proof of my fidelity ?” «I have taken care you should have 
no opportunity to be unfaithful,’ was his answer. ‘“ However, 
said he, after a slight pause, and in a fawning tone, “ there is no 
end of this, let us be friends ; I may have said a little too much, 
let us forget the past, and love each other as we have ever done.” 
“ To be friends with you, Don Antonio, I have no objection,” she 
replied ; “the decorum of matrimony requires it, but to love you 
now is perfectly impossible, the fine thread which might have 
bound our affections has been so cruelly broken, that it cannot be 
united again. Observe, for my own sake, whether you are happy 
or otherwise depends on yourself.” How cool you are,” said 
Don Antonio, “I can manage no argument with you.” “ Be- 
cause I am always temperate,” she replied. You are too violent 
or too cold.” “Give me a kiss,” said the stupid, sottish, jea- 
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lous Don. “If I do, said the Lady Aminta, “ may I be false to 
you.” As she spoke, she sat down to the piano, but she did not 
play : she put her elbow on the keys, and hung her cheek on her 
hand. He put on his capote, and walked down stairs. “ Whata 
brute!” murmured I as he went out. “ Duenna,” said my lady, 
warmly, “I beg you would forbear such exclamations.” The 
French Colonel came in while she was in this attitude. He stood 
a moment gazing at her; she perceived him, and suddenly rising 
said, “ I thought we were to have had the pleasure of seeing some 
of your officers.” “ You must excuse them to-night,” he replied ; 
“they are all employed in seeing the troops lodged in their quar- 
ters.” I was about to retire. Remain where you are, Duenna 
Brigida,” said my lady, somewhat austerely. ‘ Monsieur,” said 
she abruptly to the Colonel, “ I have only to request that you will 
act candidly towards me.” I did not understand what my lady 
could mean by this address. But love has quicker perceptions 
than duty. Be assured, Madam,” said the Colonel, “ act or 
speak as you will in my presence, I will neither denounce nor find 
fault with you.” What pledge will you give me for that ?” 
“ Any thing you may please.” Then,” said my lady, “I will 
put you to the proof.” She took his arm, and walked to the oth- 
er endofthe room. I couid not hear distinctly what she said, but 
I gathered enough to know that it was some question she put 
about the French Marshal Ney. The Colonel started at it, and 
putting his hand to his forehead, said, “I dare not.” “ Well,” 
she replied, * itis of no consequence,’ turning from him. « But,” 
said he, “ what use do you mean to make of the information ?” 
“ Whatever I please, except discover its author.” He remained 
much agitated, and as if he wished me to leave the room. I with- 
drew into the little ball, and in about half a minute my lady came 
out to me, and said, “ Brigida, you must never mention a word 
of what you have seen or heard this night to any living soul.” 
« You may depend on me,” I replied,“ I have neither confidants, 
nor curiosity ; but what was it he said to you just now ?” “ That 
inust be my secret,” said she smilingly, and walked away to the 
library, taking a light in her hand. As she desired me to follow 
her, I felt a strange desire to see if the Colonel had any thing to 
say, that would take the veil from the mysterious half minute. 
* Sir,” said I, going into the saloon, “ my lady will be here in a 
moment; she has only gone to see if the moon keeps her place 
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in the heavens as formerly ; for we are beginning to think that 
you French will run away with every thing in Spain.” TI wish 
to heaven, Duenna,” said he, “that I could run away with her: 
here, come here, if you will assist me, you shall have a purse of 
three hundred double pistoles.” I hesitated. Will you ?” re- 
joined he, with much earnestness and emotion : “ here, take this,” 
putting a handful of gold pieces into my hand, as some one was 
heard coming into the saloon, “ take this, as an earnest of the fu- 
ture.” Now I was ina great fright, because my lady might as 
well be caugat with him alone as I: I therefore brushed away, 
along the balcony down the winding stairs, into the garden, for 
there was no other way of getting back to the little hall unseen. 
I had very imperfectly collected my senses on getting into the 
garden, when I was confounded by seeing my Lady and a man in 
close conversation, not far from me. I approached as near as I 
could,—not from curiosity, but from duty,—and hid myself be- 
hind the great mulberry-tree, near where they stood. Now,” 
said my Lady, “ Diego, you understand me, and here are three 
hard doilars for you; set off immediately, and do not retern till 
you see the General. You remember my uncle ; you must heve 
seen him at my father’s, when you werea boy. Be sure you give 
this walnut into his own hands, and fifty others, which you must 
get by the way. You will wait his pleasure. I think you will 
meet him at Valmesada, or at farthest, at Bilboa.”? “There is 
something more than kernel in this walnut, please my Lady,” said 
Diego, ‘ There is, Diego, and take you care of it, as you value 
your own soul.” Now I was, I will confess, for once curious, tut 
I dared not stay any longer; so slipping along, to observe what 
might pass at the garden porch, I remained there, but could ob- 
serve nothing more than that my Lady gave him two hard dollars 
more, and he departed. 

Donna Carolina de Aglaura, with some ladies, were announced ; 
my lady met them in the great ball, and accompanied them to the 
saloon, where the Colonel, Don Antonio, anda male relation, were 
already waiting. After the coffee and ices, there was a little con 
versation, somewhat yeneral, but altogether uninteresting. Some 
attempts were made at liveliness, but in vain. The evening pass- 
ed slowly, and irksomely, for it was obvious that every one was 
engrossed by some object foreign to the conversation. Don Ane 
tonio thought upon the colour of jealousy ; the Colonel upon the 
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quiver of Cupid ; Donna Aminta was anxious about the fate of her 
walnut ; Don Pedro Perez was meditating about joining Romana’e 
army, next day, at Leon ; Donna Caroiina was calculating whether 
her house was not tenanted by the French, as it was understood 
that they were retreating in the direction of Vittoria. I may have 
been mistaken in giving them those things to think of; but there 
is no doubt that they were thinking of any thing but what was 
talked of in the saloon. 

There had been such a noise in the house all day, that when at 
last we retired, sleep had fled from my pillow. For trom the hour 
I kissed my Lady’s hand in bidding her good night, I did nothing 
but turn, and toss, and build castles in Andalusia. I rose at the 
dawn of day, and as soon as it was clear light, went into my La- 
dy’s apartment, to see that her morning things were ready to be 
put on. I was surprised to find her already out of bed, standing 
by the window that faces the East. The blush of the early sky 
was on her cheek, and as she smiled upon me, she might have 
stood for the image of sun-rise. We sliall have an agreeable 
walk this morning, Brigida,” said she. ‘ The day is fine, £ al- 
most begin to hope, Heaven smiles upon Spain.” May it piease 
it to bless my Lady,” said I. “ And this, my wretcved country *” 
she sighed, putting her hands together, as she raised them to 
heaven. In an hour the house was afoot. Special care had been 
taken of the chocolate. I gave the Colonel a cup, in which the 
spoon would standon end. Donna Carolina de Aglaura came in 
as we were getting ready. “ A charming day, dear Aminta,” said 
she, “ we shall have a delightful walk to the head of the valley. 
I have desired the mules tobesent on before.” ‘* Don Antonio,” 
said my Lady, “are youready?” ‘ No, I won’t go,” was his an- 
swer. ‘*Cousin Pedro will attend you.” We met the Colonel 
just after we had passed the Square, or rather he had seen us go 
by, and overtook us. “I have been fortunate,” said he. “Iam 
glad you have joined us,” said my Lady, “I think we shall have 
a pleasant walk.” ‘ Pray, Senor,” said Donna Curolina, “ do you 


know if your countrymen have retreated from Vittoria yet ?” “ In- 
deed, Madam,” answered the Colonel, “ I am not in the secret. I 
only know what my orders are.” And pray, Senor,” said the 
Donna, “ what may they be?” “Ah! I am afraid they are des- 
tined to remain a secret too,” replicd he, laughingly. Her inqui- 
ries, however, were resumed, and dexterousiy parried. At last 
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she suddenly said, “ Apropos, Colonel, is it true that a French 
grenadier took a child, at Estella, by the feet, and dashed its brains 
out against the step of a door?” “I am grieved to be obliged to 
confess,” said he, “ that it is true.” “ And does the wretch live ?” 
said my Lady, with a flush of indignation inher cheek. “I have 
no reason to belicve otherwise,” he replied ; “ the conduct of the 
town had placed it out of the pale of military protection.” “ Where 
is thy arm, O God !” cried out my Lady, “and to what hour dost 
thou reserve thy vengeance ?” “In that hour preserve us, Hea- 
ven !” said the Colonel. Aye, you may well say that,” said Don- 
na Carvlina, exultingly. 1, more sedate in my abhorrence, ut- 
tered an ave-maria. 

Don Pedro was now to take his leave and proceed on his jour- 
ney. The Colonel took him by the arm, and they walked aside 
for a few minutes in deep conversation. During this time, Don- 
na Carolina was persuading my Lady to go on tothe summit of 
the hill to the left ; and to make all certain, she ordered the ser- 
vants and mules to move before us. The view from above was 
worth our trouble. ‘The valley stretched itself in great richness 
at our feet, and the hills which completely shut it in, are known 
throughout all Biscay for trees and beauty. This scenery would 
doubtless have drawn some fine observaiions from my Lady, had 
not the Colonel been present ; and probably from the Colonel too, 
bui for Donna Carolina incessantly teazing him with questions. 
It took us an hour’s climbing to reach the spot where we stood, 
and there we were perched like flies upon the edge of a china 
basin, looking down upon the landscape lying in shades and spots 
of blue and green, and gold and purple, below. Here Donna Caro- 
lina mounted her mule, and left us for Vittoria. She had a long 
way before her; it was at least a ride of five hours. ‘“ You must 
be fatigued,” said the Colonel to my Lady, « will you take my arm 
as we return?” “That is not the custom in Spain,” she replied, 
«“ we must be content to act in trifles as the world does.” “ Well, 
my Lady,” said I, ‘if you will not profit by the Colonel’s arm, I 
will; for Iam ready to sink with fatigue.” The Colonel’s arm 
was not enough, I actually sunk down. I soon, however, recoy- 
ered, but my Lady forced me to rest a little longer. 

“ Indeed,” said the Colonel, “ Ducnna I am indebted to you 
for this happy occasion. I feel a pleasure in this moment, Donna 
Aminta,” continued he, “ that I cannot express, and perhaps, as it 
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is the most delightful I have ever experienced, so it may be 
the happiest of my whole existence. You have inspired me with 
a sentiment that has raised my soul above itself, that has made me 
feel that I can love you without desiring more. Perhaps it is in 
the same spirit that we think of heaven.” For that heaven’s 
gake Monsieur Walstein,” said my Lady, “ do not talk thus, for 
that passion of which you speak, is net to be tempted in any shape; 
there is no safety from it but in flight, and therefore——let us go.”’ 
*«‘ Stay but another moment,” he replied, “and let us enjoy the blame- 
less delight of looking on this lovely scene—lovely to me indeed 
=—with you so nigh. How tranquil is the bosom of that valley 
opening beneath us like a mighty amphitheatre, whose wal's reach 
up to heaven. What richness in the colours of those fields whose 
happy stream hastens to fill Aminta’s bath. Sweet angel, when 
you descended’ to trouble the waters, I would wait there to be 
healed by them.” My Lady interrupted him. “ Monsieur Wal- 
stein, you must not say these things; you would flatter me into 
folly. Have you discovered that you are not disagreeable to me ? 
and would you profit by my good opinion of you? But, be- 
lieve me, the attempt is vain ; for I would not think myself wor- 
thy to live if I did not deny myself even the dearest wish in life, 
if it were opposed to my duty to my God.” Nay,” replied he, 
“ but for whom do you cherish with so much sanctity all your 
friendship and all your love ?— he who now calls you wife is most 
unworthy of it.” Who is it that is faultless?” she replied. “J 
would not for the world offend you,” said the Colonel: “ that which 
I have ventured on your ear is nothing new. I will not now bring 
in graver authorities, but I shall repeat a passage of Tasso, that I 
think may amuse you, and particularly as it is my own transla- 
tion.” Well,” said she, * setting the question aside, I would 
like to hear your translation. I admire Tasso as a poet, but 
when [ read poetry, I keepin remembrance that I am reading fic- 
tion ; and perhaps that is the reasou why they deal so much in 
pictures of passion. Come begin,” said she. “ To what passage 
do you allude? [cannot recollect the beginning ;” said he, “ but 
it was the description of Armida’s bird, with its song among the 
trees of the enchanted garden” ‘TI will try,” said she, “ and 
bring it to your recollection. Does it not begin thus ? 
* Vezzosi av gelli infra le verdi fronde.” 
* That is the beginning,” observed he, “ but as I find you are so 
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intimate with the original, I feel afraid of showing my presump- 
tion instead of my skill.” « Nay, Colonel,” said my Lady, « if 
you have no desire beyond that of pleasing me, I think I shall be 
pleased; and if ] couid be certain that you would be contented 
with my friendship, I should not withhold it trom you ; but, to be 
candid, you may rest assured that if you leok to other objects, not 
even my friendship shall be given.” ‘ Then,” said the Colonel, 
endeavouring to conceal his emotion, “ then,” said he, offering 
her his hand, “ let me touch the strand on which all my hopes are 
shipwrecked.” ‘ Colonel,” resuined my Lady, giving her hand, 
‘‘ | am serious in every word I have spoken; it is the best part of 
my character to be steady in every business of life. I feel that I 
am rather blameable in contracting so unripe a friendship, but 
we live in such times that life is too short for acting our parts by 
the old rules of caution and propriety.” I swear to you,” said 
he. ‘ Nay,” she interrupted him, ‘ do not swear, for caths and 
faithlessness follow each other like substance and shadow.” I now 
remarked to my Lady, that it was full time for our return, that we 
had come much farther than we had intended, and that Don Anto- 
nio would be waiting dinner for us. We then arose and made good 
haste down the hill. The walk home was pleasant, but very 
little conversation occurred, except that my Lady often pressed 
the Colonel] to repeat his translation of Tasso, which he as often 
declined, promising that he would give it to her at some other 
time. On our arrival we found an officer with dispatches for the 
Colonel. Don Antonio was out, and it was not quite dinner time, 
so all was right. The Colonel retired into the balcony to open the 
packet, but soon returned, saying tothe officer, “ Very well, send 
the adjutant to me.”” The officer bowed and withdrew. The Co- 
lonel seemed pensive, and spoke not a word for some minutes ; 
during which time my Lady looked at him as I neversaw her look 
at a manin my life. Bless me, thought I to myself, what can this 
mean? He raised his eyes from the ground, on which they had 
been fixed, and gazing on my Lady, said, * we have no time to 
lose ;” upon which they exchanged a look or two, and immediate- 
ly sheroseup, saying, * Brigida, leave us alone for a few minutes.” 
1 remarked to her that there could be nothing which I might not 
know with safety ; that my secrecy was only exceeded by my fideli- 
ty. She made no reply, but pointed to the door. Oho *” said I 
to myself, “ is it come to this ?” So I curtesied and left the room. 
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As soon as I got out, I brushed through the hall, went round by 
the Chinese saloon, and placed myself opposite to a crack im the 
false door, where I could see and hear every thing; not that I had 
any desire to know what they had in view, but I went there, be- 
cause I think a third person proper on all occasions ; for, as my 
grondmother used to say, “there never were two together yet 
but there was a third, and if it was not a human creature it was 
the Devil.” So I went to make a third, and keep off Satan. I 
put my ear to the chink, after looking two or three times through 
it, to make sure that my eyes did not deceive me, for of all the 
senses the sight is the least to be depended on. I heard my Lady 
say, ** for God’s sake.” “ So !” said I, taking away my ear, and put- 
ting my eye in its stead ; but I saw nothing that could throw any 
light upon the nature of the interview ; nor could I make head or 
tail of what they said, for they spoke by fragments: however, I 
kept my post, to keep off Satan; and he was kept off, for not a 
word was uttered by cither of them that the recording angel 
might not have heard without a frown. Seeing my Lady go out, 
I ranto her chamber, where I put on a sulky look, as she came in- 
to it. “ Brigida,” said she, “ you shall know all my secrets ina 
day or two.’ I pretended to be made easy by this declaration, 
and kissed her hand. “ Tell me,” said she, “ have you heard any 
thing of Diego.” “ No, Senora; that is exactly what I want to 
hear.” “Inquire, Brigida.” ‘ My Lady, I believe you are the 
only person to inquire of.” ** Nav, nay,” said she anxiously, “* go 
and ask Sebastian if he has returned ; I expect him hourly.” On 
my going out, I took a peep at the Colonel, to see what he was 
about, and found him surrounded with papers. Diego had not re- 
turned, but Don Antonio had ; and, contrary to custom in very 
good humour. ‘So the French are all going to leave Duenna,” 
he said. ‘* Good heavens !” said I. ** Why you seem,” returned 
he upon me, “ to take it to heart, I suppose the Colonel has been 
generous. Onthis, I turned to fly at him, but my Lady came 
in. He was afraid I should tell her what he had insinuated ; so 
holding out his land, he said, * Duenna Brigida, do not let us 
quarrel.” [turned up my lip at him in contempt, and left him 
and my Lady together. They walked towards the saloon, where 
the Colonel was, while I returned to my Lady’s room. Now ail that 
I thought on this shall be told another time ; for if I were to tell 
you now what it was, it would look like prophecy, which I de 
not chuse to set down for, for you know it looks like witchcraft. 
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After dinner, my lady came to her Siesta. She was very thought- 
ful and sparing of her conversation. I attributed this to the de- 
parture of the French, or rather of the Colonel. “ So my lady,” 
said I, “they are going away.” Yes, Brigida, they are, thank 
Heaven, though I fear not for good.” At this moment Rosina 
came in, and said that Diego had returned. “ Bring him up,” ex- 
claimed my lady, springing from the bed. “ Into your bed-room” 
I observed with wonder.—“ Yes,” said she, “ here or any where.” 
Rosina now came back with Diego, bringing a letter which my 
lady snatched from him, and putting her finger on her lips, “ Re- 
member, Diego,” were her words. “ I will, my dear lady,” re- 
plied he, but stood still. I believe he was as eager as myself to 
know the contents of the letter ; but my lady hurried out of the 
room. I followed her as close as I could to the saloon, where the 
Colonel had been sitttng. I believe it was for him she was look- 
ing, but he had gone out soon after dinner. She paced the room 
with great anxiety for about half am hour, and then sat down to 
the piano ; she played a few notes of the patriotic song, then got 
up, stood motionless, lifted her hand above her head, and then be- 
gan to walk up and down with a very quick pace. At this junc- 
ture the Colonel came in—my lady ran to him with the letter, 
which she had put in her bosom. The Colonel took the letter 
and read-— I thank you for your information, but it is quite in- 
correct; the enemy are retreating in every direction, and I shall 
follow up the advantage I have gained—5 2000 ! it is impossible,” 
—may God preserve you many years,—from your affectionate 
Uncle.” B. 

“ There is but one thing for it now,” said the Colonel ; “ I have 
ordered all the troops from Ordunna, agreeably to my commands, 
but [ have not given the route which was pointed out. I have 
Ihave sent them out of the way of the impending business, but I 
fear the trap is too well placed for us to break the spring of it, 
since your uncle will not believe that it is laid. There is now,’’ 
continued he, * but one thing for it, and that is, that I go to him 
myself. My own company is so attached to me, I am convinced 
i can persuade them to join in the cause of the patrivts. They 
are all Tyrolese, andas such, know how sacred a thing is liberty, 
and how great a villain the man is who wrested it from them, and 
is endeavouring to tear it from the Spaniards.” “ May God bless 


you !” said my lady, as she threw herself upon his neck in tears. 
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The Colonel took out his handkerchief to wipe them away, but 
could not see them for his own—thus, without a word they stood, 
and I believe in innocence, tasted the most refiued pleasures of 
friendship. “I will go and prepare for my departure,” said he, 
collecting himself, * and you myst be so kind as to order Diego 
to accompany me, that I may send him on betore occasionally ; in 
the mean time,” coniinued he, drawing a paper from his sleeve, 
“ here is the little translation I promised to you; you cana read it 
when you have nothing better todo.”? My lady took it from him 
with marked complaisance and put it in her bosom; the Colonel! 
then observed there was no time to be lost, and that to arrive soon 
enough to prevent the snare, he proposed setting off at 10 o’clock 
that night, with seventy of his detachment, who had attached them- 
selves to his person, so that he begged a letter might be ready at 
that time for the Spanish General her uncle. My lady took him 
by the hand, with more pleasure in her countenance than I ever 
saw before in that of any one, and waiked down stairs with him, 
continuing all the way to hold his hand—a piece of imprudence I 
should not have thought her capable of. Said I to myself, as they 
passed my hiding hole, if you meet Don Antonio now, what a pre- 
cious explosion we shall have. However they encountered no one, 
and she returned in high spirits. About 10 o’clock Don Antonio 
came home, and found my lady and mysclf in the saloon ; she had 
been writing, but was now playing and singing. She had very 
handsomely told meail I knew betore, but there was still a strange- 
ness in the matter, the drift of which 1 could not understand.— 
“ Well my dear,” said Don Antonio, “it gives me great pleasure 
to see you join in the general sensation of the day, for I was afraid 
that the departure of our guest might not be altogether agreeable 
toyou.” “He told me,” replied my lady, “ that he would ge at 
10 to-night; I shall be glad when he is gone,” continued she; 
‘“ but I am not uneasy—for I am sure he will keep his word.”— 
“ It is just 10 now,” said Don Antonio. “ And there he is,” return- 
ed she, seeing him enter the dvor.  Welcoiwe, Colonel,” said 
Don Antonio. “Ihave only come to take leave,” he replied ; * I 
am just going.” Nay, you shall not go before supper,” said 
Don Antonio. “I cannot stay one moment,” rejoined the Colo- 
nel. “ You must stay supper,’’ repeated Don Antonio, embracing 


him. “Excuse me, my dear friend,” rejoined the Colonel, “ I 


cannot delay.” Let him go,” said my lady, “ perhaps he can- 
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not stay.” ** How do you know any thing about it,” replied her 
husband angrily. “ There it is, Colonel ! now that you are going 
away, you may see really who are your fricnds among us.” « Then” 
rejoined my lady,“ as you are so very kind, let us see you produce 
some of your liqueur de Barbade, and drink to the Coijonel’s good 
health before he goes.”” “ Well, I will,” said Don Antonio, and 
immediately went out of the saloon into the study, where he kept 
this precious stuff locked up. The instant he turned his back my 
lady drew a letter from her bosom, which she had written in the 
early part of the evening, and put it into the Colonel’s hand.— 
They seemed to have forgotten that I was in the roum, for he kiss- 
ed the handthat gave it to him, saying, “ We will meet again I 
trust under more propitious circumstances.” “ May it please God” 
she replied, “ to crown our wishes!” They now looked at each 
other, as if they wished to say, or do something, whichthev did not 
dare ; but they neither said, nor did any thing, but continued to 
hold each other’s hands, looking I cannot tell how. Farewell,” 
said my lady, bursting from him; he struck his hand upon his 
forehead as she fied, and sunk upon the chair that stood near him. 
In a few minutes Don Antonio returned with a flask, but he soli- 
cited the Colonel in vain to taste of it, who turning round to me, 
as Don Antonio drank his health, said, * Farewell Duenna ;” then 
taking a gold ring from his finger, which he gave to me, he em- 
braced Don Antonio, and took his leave. “ Where is Donna 
Aminta,” said her husband to me, as soon as the Colonel had gone 
down stairs. “ In her chamber,” I replied; ‘* where should she 
be?” * | should like to see her then,” continued he, “ forthereis no 
knowing what schemes there may be against me.”’ “ Oh,” said I, 
“if you suspect any thing, come along with me.” I now walked 
as slowly as possible to my lady’s room, so that he lost all patience 
before we arrived there; which was just what pleased me. We 
found my lady sitting inthe dark, but the candle which I carried 
in my hand showed her to be much engaged in thought. When 
Don Antonio found she was there, he apologized by saying he on- 
ly wished to know where she would desire to sup. “I am not 
very well,” said she, “ Duenna, I wou!d like to goto bed.” He 
left us, and my ladv proceeded to undress, and hurried herself to 
rest—but never could I imagine her reasons for it, unless it was 
to get rid of me ; and God knows there was no occasion for that, 
as | was already in the secret: however, I kissed her hand and re- 
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tired to bed also. In the morning she called me to matins, which 
was the reverse ofour custom. She looked as if she had slept lit- 
tle although she went to bedearly. “ It is late, Duenna,”’ said 
she, “ although it be dark ; the day is gloomy.” I arose immedi- 
ately, and certainly we were in the church before any body. I felt 
the morning very cold, and was very glad when we returned home 
to our chocolate: I took mine with great pleasure, but my lady 
turned her cup round and round, and stirred it twenty times, and 
then after dipping the toast, she left it there, and set down the cup. 
«“ I do not care for it, Brigida,” said she ; “ tell Senor Juan I wish 
to speak to him.” I obeyed; and in about a quarter of an hour, 
Senor Juan made his appearance. “I kiss your Excellency’s 
hand,” said he, “ pray command me.” Have the goodness, then,” 
she replied, “to go through the town inquiring for all sorts of pub- 
lic news from Biscay.” ‘I will do it willingly,” said he, and 
withdrew. ‘ Now, Brigida,” said my lady, ‘we will go to our 
country garden, and there pass the day ; I will take my guitar, and 
you your’spindle, that we may amuse ourselves if we can.” “ That 
is well put in,” said I. The sun came out as we left the house, 
which made our walk extremely pleasant, for the morning had 
been dark and lowering, with a cold east wind. It was 9 o'clock 
when we entered the garden, where we amused ourselves count- 
ing the bunches on a muscadine vine during the greater part of 
the forenoon. “ This is endless work,” said my lady ; “ I have no 
genius for counting truly,come.” Now, I counted the bunches 
over and over again patiently, while my lady walked up and down 
the gravel before me. “ How many do you think there are ?” said 
I, “Perhaps 666,” caid my lady. “ No, indeed,” replied I, “ the 
good vine is not the beast in the Apocalypse.” “I wish it were,” 
exclaimed she, “ we should soon root him out, even if he had 
fourteen crowns and twenty horns, and every crown and every 
horn was marked Wafoleon.” Heaven save us, my lady !” said 
I, crossing myself. «I always have the horrors when one speaks 
ofthe devil.” “ Come,come, Duenna,” saidshe “let us talk no more 
ofhim. Come away and help me to gather some laurel anda few 
roses, that to-morrow I may have a garland ready for ——.”” “ For 
whom, my lady ° said I at once. “ Fora friend of ours, for a 
friend of our country.” “ The French Colonel, my life on it !” ex- 
claimed I “ Nota word, Brigida,” said she. “ But in one thing you 
have been mistaken. He is not a Frenchman, but a Tyrolese, 
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forced into Napoleon’s service, and hating its crimes.”’ “ Oh, I am 
so glad !”? said I, « now I understand the mystery of your loves.” 
“ No, Brigida,’’ she replied, “do not mislead yourself. If I were 
inclined to love him I dare nat, my heart will never admit an un- 
becoming sentiment.” ‘ But you looked at him as if you could 
love him,” said I. “ Perhaps 1 did, Brigida; but you make no 
distinction between the action and the person. It is abundantly 
easy to abhor an action, and yet to jove the person guilty ofit. I 
own it tobe the case with Don Antonio. Now if I can separate Don 
Antonio and his conduct, why not Monsieur Walstein and his ?”— 
“ You are perhaps right, my child,” observed I: * but remember 
what you yourself said to the Colonel about the danger of tempting 
love in any shape. ‘ Depend upon it, Duenna,” she replied, * it 
isa mistake to say that love overcomes all things, or that he is 
the tyrant of our liberty. To attribute all to fate and necessity, 
is but the weak stratagem of lovers to excuse their own faults.” 
“JT cannot argue with you, my dear,” said I; “but pray keep in 
mind the fable of the moth and the taper.” She made no reply, 
but smiled ; then taking a paper from her bosom, she said, “ Nei- 
ther you nor Armida’s bird shall have any influence over my sen- 
timents.” “ Pray, my lady, what says Armida’s bird to the ques- 
tion?” She read it as translated by the Colonel. “ Well,” said 
she, “it is very pretty,” as she finished it, and folded up the 
paper. 

“ And now let us gather the roses and laurels ; but I will mix 
no myrtle with my garland I assure you. Would to heaven that 
I could in reality entwine it with the olive!” I do not know how 
I could have made the mistake, but so it was, that I plucked cy- 
press instead of laurel. She took it from me, then looking wistful- 
ly on me, dropped it on the ground, and burst into tears. “ Bles- 
sed saints !” said I “ my lady, what is the matter?” “ Nothing, 
nothing,” said she, recovering herself ; “a sudden thought occur- 
red that had almost overpowered me, but it was too like a fuolish 
superstition. I will think no more of it. But we must gather 
some of this laurel,” continued she, going to a shrub, and without 
looking at it pulling the leaves. I was surprised. « What would 
you do with that, my lady? it is aconite.” “ You know nothing 
about these things, I see,” said she, rather displeased. “Come 
along, we will go home.” 

We arrived just time enough for dinner. But my lady sat at ta- 
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ble, like the statue of thought feeding upon itself. Once or twice 
she attempted to eat something, but seemed to forget that she had 
put it to her lips. Don Antonio took his cigar, and my lady and 
Lretiredto herroom. “I shall not lie down,” said she, on enter- 
ing it,“ for I cannot rest. But Brigida, bring me my father’s and 
mother’s hair from the wardrobe, thet I may employ myseif in 
plaiting it’ “ Dear my lady,” observed I what puts such a fancy 
into your Lead, as to think of plaiting dead people’s hair? Rosi- 
na can do it at any time, and there is no chance of making her 
melancholy” “Jam rather unhappy, Duenna, though I do not 
know why; and I think looking at my father’s and mother’s hair 
may comfort me.” “Ifso, my lady, it shall be done ;” and so say- 
ing, I brouglit it out. « Now, Brigida, send for Rosina, to settle 
my own hair, while Iemploy myself with this.” I called Rosina, 
who set about her work, but after she had taken out the braids, 
and let the hair fall, she was desired to leave it, and help to arrange 
the long tresses of the dead. By my assistance they were soon set 
in order, and looked, what they were, the true and plain procfs of 
Iberian blood. My lady fastened them together, and hung them 
thus round her own neck. She stood up to admire their length; 
and indeed it was admirable, for they hung down to her feet, like a 
sable tippet, such as you may have seen worn by some beautiful 
maiden of England or Kussia. As she stood, her figure engaged 
me much, but her countenance still more ; I would have given the 
worid to know what thoughts passed in her mind, as she gazed up- 
on the dark tresses of her parents, but whatever they were, her 
soul seemed entirely occupied, it was perhaps filled with a presen- 
timent of what was so soon to come. 

The door of the chamber opened. I thought it was accident, 
and went to shut it. To my astonishment I saw Diego, pale and 
covered with dust; he looked like a ghost escaped frorm a charnel 
house. “ What ails you,” cried I. He spoke not a word, but 
opened his meuth as if exhausted. “ Who is it ¢” said my iady. 
“Diego,” said I, “ and the picture of death, Senora.” She flew to 
the door, and catching him by the arm, looked him eagerly in the 
face, and shook her head. “It is all over then?” He made no 
answer, but with a trembling hand drew a paper from his breast ; 
she looked at it fora moment, and then dropt it from her hand, ex- 
claiming, “O my Ged!” She sunk upon the floor. While Ro- 
sina ran for water, [ knowing it was no time for ceremony, picked 


up the paper; it was thus -— 
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« My dear child, farewell. Before this reaches you, I shall be 
no more. My wounds are mortal, but that concerns me little.— 
Your friend is wounded and taken. He was alas, too late. Your 
information was true. But it is now finished. The day is lost, 
and with it, perhaps the freedom of our country. Vive Fernando. 
Farewell, Farewell, my child. 

Vittoria, Nov. 7, 1808. BuXEDA. 

My lady raised herself on one hand, and with the other seemedc 
to brush away something that floated in the air before her eyes.x— 
Rosina and I helped her tothe bed-side. But she would not hie 
down, continuing to look wildly round until her eyes fell on Diego; 
when seeming to collect herself, she said, “ Where is the letter 
I saw just now, Diego?” Diego stood like a statue, and knew 
nothing ; but put it into her hand. She read it over and over again ; 
every now and then putting her hand to and from her eyes, as if 
to sweep away something that interrupted the sight. At last, « Oh 
Diego!’ she exclaimed wildly, « tell me when he died.” «No 
one is dead, my lady,” said he, scarcely intelligibly ; « but,” and he 
paused and grew paler still; “ but,—they are bringing the Colonel 
—tied with ropes to Ordunna, where, they say, he is to be shot this 
night.” “ Merciful God!” she uttered in a low tone, fixing her 
eyes above ; «and my uncle ?” “I saw him last, my lady, when he 
gave me this letter. He was then lying on the large table in the 
Posada at Vittoria. He also gave me his purse : there it is,” con- 
tinued Diego, throwing it on the floor, « and he said to me, God 
bless you Diego, you are the son of an honest man.” 

The Saints deliver me, I did not know what to make of all this. 
but I plainly saw there was sorrow enough in it. Poor Rosina 
hung upon the lady Aminta’s arm, and wept aloud. Diego did 
not move, but my lady looking strangely on him, took him by the 
neck, and kissed his forehead. Heaven deliver me, but I wonder- 
ed at her; but when she turned round to me, and told me that |] 
had married Godoi, and was a traitor, I trembied; for I saw that 
her wits were gone. Rosina tried to soothe her: - Donot you 
know your own Duenna, my dear lady ?” said she. But so strange 
were my lady’s looks, that Rosina trembled too. I took her hand, 
and went upon my knees. She raised me up, with a softened 
countenance, saying, “Come, let us go look for him.” She was 
leading me to the door, when I entreated her to stop a little; sne 
seemed persuaded: and turned towards the toilette, wreathin g the 
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hair that still hung from her neck, round and round her arms. 
Catching up some of the flowers and shrubs that we had brought 
in with us, * Here,” turned she to Rosina, giving her a rose, “ put 
that in your bosom, and wrap patience round the thorn. We will 
go now, my mother,” she repeated, touching my face with some 
sprigs of the laurel which she had held in her hand; then sud- 
denly starting, she threw them down, exclaiming, “ No! I will 
have none of you. My mother told me in a dream last night, 
that you were aconite.” ‘ Gud save you, my lady,” interrupted I ; 
“it is night—pray, and go to bed.”—“*I am not dead yet,” said 
she,“ why bury me? Iam going toa wedding. Will you go 
too? If not, stay here, and I will send for you.»— Provideice 
keep us all in our senses,” thought I; then looking at her, op- 
pressed by such a thought, I was overcome, and fell into violent 
hysterics. 

What happened for some time, I know not, but when I recoy- 
ered, [ found myself in bed, and alone. There seemed to be a 
dreadful noise in the streets. I endeavoured to collect myself, 
and ran from room to room to find my unfortunate lady. A great 
light in the street, and the sound of a vast tumult drew me to the 
balcony. I saw the Colonel, lying in a cart, almost lifeless, and 
bloody, with his hands tied behind him. He was in the midst of 
soldiers, horse and foot. I thought that the Lady Aminta might 
have seen the same sight, and that it had driven her to despair. 
I looked among the crowd for her, but to no purpose. There 
was not a soul in the house. So finding myself unable to remain 
a moment longer in suspense, I ran out of doors, and made my 
way immediately towards the square. Seeing that I could not 
get through the crowd when I reached it, I went round to the 
Posada, where I might overlook it from the balcony. The door 
was not to be passed for the press of people. They were carry- 
ing in the Colonel’s dead body. I now knew the meaning of the 
musketry I had heard as I was getting towards the square. I 
forced my way up after the body, into the great room. The mo- 
ment they set it down, I discovered my lady coming towards it. 
She did not start at the sight, but sat down by its side without 
emotion ; then lifting its eyelids with her fingers; “ Do not you 
know me ?” she sighed. “ You used not to look at me thus !” 
Then pausing and casting her eyes up and down the body, “ Ah !” 
said she, shaking her head, “I-see it has rained blood in Spain 
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this day. On this she arose suddenly, and taking him by the 
hand, “‘Come with me, Walstein; I have laurels for you. Bux- 
eda sent them by Diego.” Then kneeling, she took her uncle’s 
letter, and tearing it into little strips, stuck it in his hair, with a 
few green sprigs which she had kept in her hand. «“ And here 
are roses fer you,” as she pulled off the leaves of a rose, and threw 
them on his cheek. “ But they will fade too ; I will go and bring 
you lilies. Stop then,” wept she, “stop, and do not move until 
I come again.” 

“ Alas! poor lady,” continued the Duenna, “ oppressed by the 
fate of her friend, her relation, and her country, her sole delight 
is now to wander about the roads and gardens, singing broken 
songs, and gathering shrubs and flowers. I attend close to her 
in all her walks, and have succeeded this morning in persuading 
her to come in and rest herself. For my part, I think it was Hea- 
ven’s mercy that deprived her of her wits. There she lies,” said 
the Duenna, pointing to an inner room, “there she lies, poor 
thing, fast asleep, and may her sleep be refreshing ; for she was 
the sweetest lady that ever eyes looked at upon Spanish ground.” 





Art. X.—Wo Fiction; or the Test of Friendship: a Narrative found- 
ed on recent and interesting facts. Baltimore : 2 vols. price $2. 


Our distant readers expect from us some account of the mul- 
titude of new books which daily meet their eyes in the pages of 
our City papers ; and we endeavour to gratify them, when we find 
any thing really worth their notice. This curiosity is most readi- 
ly and most generally excited by the title of a new novel—the de- 
light of all readers—both young and old, grave and gay. 

The singular title at the head of our page would seem to imply 
a story—it is therefore asked on all hands—Is it a Novel? Ifa 
Novel mean a fiction, the author says it is “ No fiction.” If 
a Novel means anew story—then it is a Novel, for the book con- 
tains a story, with a beginning, middle, and end, and powerfully 
sustained throughout. If this intimation should induce our read- 
ers to take it up, the result will probably be, that the serious will 
read it, every page with delight and edification, whilst another 
class, will run their eye from page to page to pick out the story, 
and will declare at last that the whole is overstrained! To apolo- 
gize for this anticipation, we must now tell them that the staple of 
VOL. XII. 16 
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the book, is deep, genuine, religious reflection. Weare not.our- 
selves, very fond of this mode of conveying religious instruction. 
Let us sit down to theology under its own proper name—and let 
us have a Novel for a lighter hour, always premising however, that 
piety should be the governing principle of every Novel to which 
we would give our sanction. Perhaps no writer of Novels has 
deserved more respect than Mrs. West for this characteristic of 
her works. Alli her best characters are religious. 

‘¢ No Fiction” bears the stamp of truth, at least so far as the in- 
cidents are concerned—they are exceedingly interesting, but nei- 
ther romantic nor surprising ; all flow easily, and naturally from 
the circumstances. The actors are few, and they act like human 
nature—but some of them we fear, are made to speak and feel as 
human nature seldom does. Douglass and Lefevre were friends. 
Both were young, and alike possessed of a taste for literature, for 
the grand and beautiful in nature—and an ardent desire to improve 
their minds, and increase their religious knowledge. Douglass 
was a settled christian. Lefevre of more susceptible tempera- 
ment, but with the most honourable and upright intentions, often 
mistook passion for reason and fell into her snares. His falls, his 
affections, his recoveries, and the noble and unconquerable attach- 
ment of his friend, form the entertainment prepared in this “ Nar- 
rative. : 

Lefevre’s account of his first leaving home, to go into business 
in London, will be read with sympathy by every mother. 


* Of my residence and relations [need say nothing ; and the events 
of my boyish life would scarcely have any thing to distinguish them 
from those of most boys atthe same period of existence. Perhapsthe 
first occurrence that is worth mentioning, is my departure from 
the maternal roof. I retain, and shall ever retain, a lively impres- 
sion, of the feelings of that day. 1 seem to hear the stage-coach rat- 
tling up the paved street. I seem to feel my mothers’s kisses— 
first impressed in the parlour—then renewed in the passage— 
and finally repeated on the steps at the door. I fancy I see her 
standing on the spot where we last embraced; the tears running 
down hercheek,as she said, * My dear Charles, beware of tle snares 
of London !’—and then, as we separated, clasping her hands and 
looking towards the heavens, regardless of spectators, earnestly 
exclaim, ‘ God Almighty keep my child” ” Vol. 1. page 38. 


Having been soberly educated, the habits of his young acquaint- 
ances in the Metropolis were somewhat shocking to his feelings. 


“ Perhaps one of the worst effects of this intercourse was, 
that it begat light thoughts of religion and of the sabbath. I 
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well remember the feelings of one sabbath, which I had devoted 
to recreation and amusement ; and which, as my companions in- 
sisted, were so needful after the confinement and labour of the 
week. [I returned, in the evening, to my dwelling, more fatigued 
than by the duties of any common day, and dissatisfied with plea- 
sures which my heart told me were mixed with sin. Tretired to | 
my chamber. Former days came to my mind. The words of my 
mother—* Beware of the snares of London!’ sunk in my heart. 
I sighed—I thought I would beware in future—I kneeled down 
and prayed to God to be my keeper. 

“ Must I tell you, my friend, how soon these impressions were 
removed, and my vows broken !—that they were often renewed, 
and as often violated, with more carelessness of the consequences 
each time !—so that I know not what I might have been at this 
moment, but for a season of affliction.” 


His early principles however, are sustained by a timely ac- 
quaintance with Douglass, assisted by two excellent people with 
whom he lodged, who are thus finely described. 


“ Mr. Russell was unusually tall, portly, and of fine presence; with 
such an appearance of strength and dignity as to excite unmixed awe 
in the mind, had it not been united with a remarkable expression of 
meekness and benevolence in his countenance. His dispositions 
were habitually calm, contemplative, and devotional. He had be- 
come almost “ the man of one book ;”? that book was the Bible; 
and on this he seemed rather to feed than to speculate. Religion 
with him was not so much an object of pursuit, as the element in 
which he constantly dwelt. Its influence appeared to raise him 
above this life ; and you would have thought him unconnected with 
earth, had it not been for the affection he discovered as a husband, a 
father, and a friend. He passed through the world as a pilgrim, 
ignorant of its cunning, and unruffied by its uproar ; and, if, in his 
passage, some events had power to agitate the surface of his pas- 
sions, like the deep sunk well, he seemed to contain beneath, those 
fresh springs of happiness which were inaccessible to all external 
accidents. 

On the whole, there was something highly apostolic about 
him. Frequently, after Douglas and Lefevre have witnessed his 
serene and heavenly piety, rendered impressive by a majestic 
figure, crowned with locks bleached to the whiteness of snow 
the hand,of time, have they repeated these beautiful lines of Gold- 
smith : 


‘“* Like some tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 

Swelis from the vale, and midway leaves the storm: 
‘Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head.” 


Mrs. Russell, on the other hand, appeared the contrast of her 
husband. Her person was short, but by no means unpleasant. 
Active, generous, susceptible and communicative, she readily se- 
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cured that confidence which recoils from all the doublings of cold 
hearted selfishness. She was devoted to her hushand, and «ver- 
flowed with fondness to her offspring. In piety she was not at all 
behind Mr. Russell; but, while it was the same in principl-. and 
equal in strength, it differed amazingly in many of its fea!ures. 
It was the same in the spring, but it received the colouring of the 
several channels through which it flowed. If the picty of Mr. 
Russell seemed to delight in still communion, that of Mrs. Rus- 
sel seemed to exult in holy and active obedience. If the fire 
of his devout affections seemed to rise like a sacrificial flame, 
immediately to heaven, her’s seemed to linger on the earth to en- 
lighten and animate those around her. If religion in him appear- 
ed to raise the mind superior to the events of this life; in her, 
while it was, “as an anchor sure and steadfast,” it left it still sus- 
ceptible of their influence. Temporal sorrow could reduce her 
to momentary despondency ; temporal disappointment could lash 
her into vexation ; and temporal happiness could exalt her to the 
ectasies of joy. 

With all this contrariety there were not wanting the strongest 
ties of union. Even the particulars in which these worthy per- 
sons differed, as they daily convinced them they were necessary 
to each.other’s existence, had a tendency to strengthen their at- 
tachments. In the most entire concord, they had seen torty sum- 
mer suns pass away; and time had so far smoothed, and prepor- 
tioned, and united their distinct characteristics, as to make them 
almost one person.* And, if to reduce their opposite characters 
wholly to one existence, was not within the power of time, it was 
within the province of Nature. Providence had given them one 
son, who seemed to be formed from a simple mixture of their two 
natures.”? Vol. 1. page 49. 


In the society of these worthy persons he continues about two 
years improving in virtue. The two friends, read and walked, 
and performed acts of benevolence, together, and devoted to each 
other the most of those hours that were unoccupied by their re- 
spective pursuits in business, delighted with one another, and 
happy in themselves. At this period Douglas is called to a dis 
tant part of the kingdom, and Lefevre by degrees becomes the 
associate of the young men in the public office in which he was 
engaged. These were spirited youths, liberal in their expenses, 
liberal in their morals, and very liberal in their religious senti- 
ments. They admired his talents, and skill in business—they re- 
Spected his virtue—but they ridiculed his furitanism. Douglas 
his Mentor, was now gone, and Lefevre is drawn into their parties. 
They sup and drink together, and soon, he is not easy under 


* This is a fine portrait of earthly felicity, and clearly evinces its indispen- 
gable ingredicatsto be—piety, virtue, gratitude, resignation, and contentment. 
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this change of his regular economical habits, but he hopes he is 
not very wrong. His income will not now meet his expenses, 
but they have a prospect of an encrease of their salaries—and this 
will discharge his debts. The encrease is obtained, but still he 
is in debt ; 


“ This was a great disappointment to Lefevre. Something 
he must do to extricate himself, and that immediately. The 
friendship of Douglas seemed to invite him to explain his difficul- 
ties to him; but his pride resisted the suggestion: he feared it 
would lower Douglas’s respect for him; and he knew that he 
would not fail to express surprise and concern on the occasion. 

It was about this period that Lefevre renewed his connexion 
with Wallis, on the business of the office. His attachment to 
Wallis was not attended with that esteem and respect which mark- 
ed his friendship for Douglas ; he, therefore, found it comparative- 
ly easy to intimate his straitened situation to him. Wallis was 
just then seeking to weaken the influence of Douglas, and to tie 
Lefevre to himself; and he fairly rejoiced at so favourable an op- 
portunity. He understood the wishes of Lefevre before they were 
half expressed, and insisted on his accepting twice the sum he had 
named, with the air of a man who was receiving rather than con- 
ferring a favor. 

This conduct powerfully affected the open and generous mind 
of Lefevre. It did, indeed, to his eye, hide a multitude of sins ; 
and so bound him to Wallis, that even when conscience, as we 
have seen, reproached him with continuing the intimacy, the 
weight of obligation withheld him from breaking it. So true it 
is that a state of debt and dependence are inseparable. 

Meanwhile Wallis’s assistance, though it afforded Lefevre tem- 
porary relief, did not really benefit him. It encouraged him rather 
to rest his hopes on expedients and favourable accidents, than on 
a determination of living within his certain income. ‘ Wallis,” 
he allowed himself to think, “ would still do more for him if he 
required it; he might soon obtain a rise in the office, and that 
would setaliright ; and if these failed, he had no doubt that his mo- 
ther and Douglas would do their utmost for him, on an emergen- 
cy.” With such vague and unjust reliances, it may easily be ex- 
pected that, on slight temptation, Lefevre would involve himself 
in even greater expenses than those which he had already found 
too large for his income. This was really the case. His reunion 
with Wallis ; his liberality to the distressed persons in the office ; 
his coffee-house suppers; his encreased taste for company ; his 
abhorrence of every thing mean and shabby ; and particularly his 
having made himself responsible for some debts of his deceased 
brother ; had joined to throw him into a state of embarrassment 
more serious than at any former period. 

Lefevre, though not fond of obligation to any one, felt not the 
evilof his obligations to Wallis, till the moment in which he resolved 
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to break with him. He then discovered that they had robbed him 
of a portion cf his independence ; and that, should he do what he 
though this duty, Wallis might charge him with ingratitude and 
baseness. The reflection was bitter to him; but he confirmed 
his intentions by prayer, and laid himself on his pillow that eve- 
ning, resolving to recover himself from his engagements to Wal- 
lis, and drop a friendship which was prejudicial to his best inte- 
rests. 

The ensuing morning, as Lefevre was thinking how he might 
best carry his purposes, he was served with a copy of awrit! It 
was the first he had received. It alarmed him. It came from a 
tradesman least expected to act so, as he had done much to serve 
and recommend him. . His pride and kindness were wounded. 
He sat still and silent a few moments; he rose and paced the 
room, repeating the words, “ base, insolent, worthless fellow !” 
and then he returied to his chair, sensible of the foily of railing, 
and of the necessity of doing something for his personal liberty 
without delay. “ And what,” said he, “canIdo! The sum is 
small—not ten pounds—but what does that signify ?—small as it 
is, I cannot pay it. O, I never knew the misery of debt till now! 
What shall I do ?—Douglas ?—No—I will not apply to Doug- 
las—he will despise me. I will not be despised ; and yet do I 
not despise myself ?—Wallis ?—shall I go to him ’—that will 
only increase the obligations I purpose to abolish! Well, I can- 
not help it, I must apply somewhere—and I know he will be kind 
—Hard is my fate.” How apt are we to impeach Divine Provi- 
dence, when we have nothing to complain of but our own impru- 
dence! 

Lefevre hastened to the dwelling of his friend, and explained 
his situation to him. Wallis received him just as he could have 
wished—*“ Ungrateful impudent fellow !”’ exclaimed he—“ plague 
on him! Put your mind at rest—leave it all with me—I’ll show 
him a trick or two for this, I warrant you. Leave it to me—you 
shall hear no more about it—lI’ll see him—and he shall either 
take my word for the payment, or, if that won’t do, Vil settle the 
account at once—if he dare to take it.” 

Lefevre’s anxieties subsided, and left him wholly the subject 
of admiration and gratitude. He seized the hand of his friend,— 
“ Thank you! thank you!” said his lips ;— Generous Wallis !” 
said his heart, “ why did I think of breaking with you!—I will 
never .’ His convictions struggled with his overwrought 
feelings-—he could not expressly resolve on inviolable friendship.” 
Vol. 1, page 229. 


We have been tempted to make this impressive extract for the 
sake of those young men who do not yet know that borrowing of 
money for unnecessary expenses will inevitably rob them of their 
peace. Gratitude had now bound the generous Lefevre to his 
unprincipled companion, he consents to spend a week in the coun- 
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try with him, but without letting the Russell’s know where he was 
going. ‘“Sosurelydoesa practice which our conscience condemns, 
lead the most ingenious minds to concealment. The anticipated 
week was a week of pleasure. The mornings were given to sport- 
ing, and the evenings to convivial pleasure.” “ Lefevre had 
brought himself to call this period a week of innocent recreation, 
but with all his speciousness he could not induce his heart to jus- 
tify the appellation.” He felt there was too much eating, too much 
drinking, too much jesting, too much folly, .in the absence of all 
elevated and religious conversation, for his conscience wholly to 
approve. ¢ And yet? said he fretfully,‘ why do I not approve ? The 
rest are happy, why should I be miserable ?’ In that moment of 
passion, such is the wickedness of the human heart, he had almost 
branded religion and his religious connexions as the disturbers of 
his peace !” 

The blossoms of hope and resolution had however withered, 
and vice had gained the ascendance: still he was unhappy. The 
concert, the ball-room, the card-table, the tavern club, the theatre, 
the masquerade, all witnessed his attendance—dut all left him un- 
happy. Attendance on the sick-bed of his friend Douglas, for 
whom he still felt the warmest affection and esteem, arrested for 
a moment his career—but the dread of singularity, that bane of 
young men, and the fear of being branded with the odious stigma 
of meanness, if he should contract his expenses, tormented him. 
Debt had destroyed his manly spirit, and dissipation must drown 
reflecticn! Sull he was wretched—he condemned himself—curs- 
ed his being, and flew to the stupifying draught! The affection- 
ate admonitions of the Russels disgust him, and the tender letters 
of his mother, while they wound his heart, lead him only to disen- 
genuous disguises of the truth. He changes his lodgings to free 
himself froin the restraints of inconvenient friendship, but is again 
aroused by several letters from Mr. Douglas, who entreats him to 
consider, and informs him that he is about to complete his happi- 
ness by an union with a lady of similar character with his own, 
Poor Lefevre, now laments his past folly—begins a reformation, 
and visits Miss D. with a view to confirm his good resolves by 
by matrimonial comfort—he addresses her and is accepted. All 
how went on very well, and he is wholly unprepared fora reverse 
—but Miss D. is informed by a rival of his excesses and he is dis- 
missed, by a note from her, delivered by her grandmother, at the 
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moment when he expected the day of his nuptials would have been 
named! His entreaties procure an interview, which, as it is the 
only love-scene in the book, we must indulge our young readers 
with at full length, and advise all young ladies to imitate the wis- 
dom of Miss D. 


*“ Hope and fear struggled in the bosom of Lefevre, at the sight 
of her, so violently, that he could not address her. 

«© T had hoped you would have spared us this painful interview,” 
said Miss D , * but as you request it, I come.” 

“OQ” said Lefevre, afflicted by her changed manner, * speak 
not so coldiy.—-Receive my explanation—let me hope —” 

“ You have no reason to think me cold on such an occasion. 
Alas ! I am not ashamed to acknowledge, this affair has cost me 
more than you—-more than my greatest enemy, would have wish- 
ed me to suffer.” 

The forbidden tear stole from her eye. Lefevre was melted at 
her emotion. He seized her hand, and exclaimed—“ My dear 
Miss D ! Let me——” 

She withdrew her hand, and interrupting him, said, “ Mr. Le- 
fevre, this is not wise. Do not misconstrue my involuntary feel- 
ings. I do feel—but my feelings cannot change my opinion— 
should I even sink under them, my resolution will remain the 
same. To destroy the power of suspense on your mind, let me 
deliberately assure you PD 

« QO, say it not !” interrupted Lefevre—“I am lost if you say it ! 
Say you will use your influence to fix me in virtue—to raise me 
to happiness !” 

“ I cannot—indeed I canno¢ !” she replied, with an agitated 
voice. My heartknows I wish you happy—wish you cvery thing 
that is good—but I must not sacrifice myself.” 

“ No !"—said he—“ you need not. I should be all you wish— 
all wish tobe. O,you know not what power you have over me !” 

“ [ cannot trust that power! All who have trusted it, have re- 
pented of it. Inthe past you have submitted to one temptation 
after another, and what security is there for the future? And, 
could that security be given, it would not be sufficient forme. No 
—forgive me in saying it, duty imposes it on me—I could never 
give my hand toa person, allowing him to be reformed, who has, in 
former life, been familiarized with vice. This will convince you, 
that I never can be yours. No—And in withdrawing my hand 
from you, I doit with « resolution of never yiving it to any other! 
Yes—my vain dream of bliss is followed by real sorrows! and I 
only blame my own indiscretion for it !” 

The tears flowed freely as she ceased. Lefevre stood motionless. 
The struggle was deep in his soul. Hope expired—despair tri- 
umphed—-the conflict of the passions produced a calm, more dread- 
ful than their violence. At length, raising his eyes, and forgetful 
for the moment of those about him, he exclaimed, with a tone as 
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deep as his feeling, “ O God! it is thine hand—and I deserve it !” 
Then catching her hand he pressed and repressed it to his burn- 
ing lips,and dropping it, said, “« There ! now it’s all over ! now ?m 
alost man! The outcast of Providence !—I have xo friend !~no— 
neither in heaven nor on earth !—O, weep noc for me—I deserve 
jt not! Best of women! I ought not to be yours—I am not worthy 
ofvou! Forget me—Tell me I have not power to make you unhap- 
py—that a/one can give me some comfort 1” 

He praused—but was answered only by sobs and tears. He was 
passing to the door, but checking himself, he turned back, and said, 
—* Atleast. Miss D , do me the justice to believe, that, in my 
conduct before you, | was not acting a fart. No-——whatever I have 
been—whatever I may be-—I was nota /yfocrite. I acted upright- 
ly—and really meant to be what | professed—Farewell—tor ever 
farewell 1” : 

So saying, he dashed the stale tears from his eyelids——and hur- 
ried from the room and the house. 

“« Mr. Lefevre !” cried the agitated grandmother, “ leave us not 
thus.” 


“ QO, stay! stay !’——-exclaimed Miss D , roused by the voice 
of her relative, to a sense of his departure, and losing all restraint 
on her feelings. 


Lefevre did not obey—did not hear. He had fled to the stable— 
thrown himself on his saddle, and, in an instant, the shoes of the 
horse were ringing onthe pebbled court yard. The chords of her 
heart answered to every sound. She hastened to a window that 
commanded a corner of the road. She saw Lefevre turn the angle, 
and disappear—she felt it was for ever!—Sie clasped her hands in 
anguish—a sense of suffocation rose to her throat—she hurried to 
her closet to weep and sigh in secret! 


Lefevre sighed not—wept not—spoke not—thought not. The 
vultures of remorse and despair were busy at his heart; and he 
surrendered it as a victim, without an effort or a wish for its pre- 
servation. He was alive only toa sense of wretchedness ; and he 
hurried over the road, which, an hour ago, had been so pleasing to 
him, as if he felt that change of place might bring relief. Wretch- 
edness, however, like happiness, is not the inhabitant of fp/aces 
but of persons ; and Lefevre found himself at home, without any 
mitigation of his pains. He locked his door, and threw himself 
on some chairs that were near it, overcome with that stupor which 
follows bodily exhaustion, and acute mental sufferings. Thus he 
lay for some hours. Vol. 2. page 49. 


Keason and hope, no longer casting their occasional glimmer- 
ings on the victim of forbidden passions, Lefevre returns to intem- 
perance. Intemperance disorders his business—and his employers 
ask a statement of his accounts. 


To be suspected after ten years of faithful services fill up the 
VoL. xt. 17 
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measure of his sufferings! Indignant and self-condemitied, déli- 
rium and despair come next—despair of ail peace inthis world, of ih 
that to come! Despair, settles down into melancholy—he escapes 
from his weeping friends into the country, and is tempted by the 
sight of a river to drown himself! 


“ The side to the water rose perpendicularly abotit four feet 
above the surface, and descended several feet below it. To this 
elevation Letevre ascended. He walked to and fro, agitated with 
those throes of passion, which, by the torment they gave, biassed 
his mind to the sinister resolution. We ary of action and weary of 
lite, he sat himself on the stoves at the very verge of the rivet. 
This was the moment of trial! The night had come on. Ob- 
scurity had fallen un every thing but the waters; on them the 
moon beams played with most fascinating sweetness. Lefevre’s 
frame was heated with fever and exercise ; no breeze was stirring 
to invigorate it; the river alone looked cool and refreshing, and 
seemed inviting him to its very bosom. —He listened—not a sound 
was to be heard. He looked round—not a living creature was to 
be seen. His purpose strengthened—he started on his feet. His 
spirit shuddered with horror—not at the leap to the waters—but 
at the idea of rushing into the presence of the great God he had 
offended! He walked about in agitation—sat down again. He 
postponed a purpose which he had not power either to break or 
fulfil—he would do it when the tide came toa certain height. His 
aching eye hung over the bank, watching the awful progress of 
the rippling waters. Now they ran over the stone, which was to 
fill up the measure of his time——but they sank again! The blood 
fell back to his heart, and the sweat drops sprang on his forehead ! 
Now again the little waves ripple over the mark—and—subside no 
more! He rises from his seat for the last time! He starts to 
see a person in the path which ran along the bottom of the bank. 
He paused to get the stranger out of sight. This was not so 
readily done. He waited—and waited ; and, at last concluding the 
intruder meant to watch him, he de scended to the pathway, and 
left the place, full of indignation.” Vol. 2. page 102. 


Thus happily discovered, he is restored to his distracted mo- 
ther, but the solicitude of his friends moves him only to the deter- 
mination of hiding his disgraced head. He finds an opportunity 
to abscond again, atid enlists in a regiment ordered to Canada. The 
last glimpse of his native land effected what every other effort had 
failed to do—it is thts beautiful described. 

«© The ship now stood out to sea, and every object was distanc- 
ed to his sight. He painfully felt each inch of the way the vessel] 
made. Soon the light of day became fainter,and the distance more 
considerable ; till England only appeared as a promontory on which 


nothing could be distinguished, except the deep fogs that surround- 
edits foot, and the dim, heavy glory that pressed its summit. Ima- 
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gination still ran over its favourite spots, and his affections, so long 
inactive, obstinately clung to his friends, now the hand of time 
threatened to separate him from them forever. His distressed 
thoughts flew from thing to thing, and from one beloved person 
to another, busy but restless ; as though the opportunity of dwel- 
ling on them would be iost to him, immediately the receding point 
of land should sink in the dark horizon. The vessel heaved—and 
his eye was thrown from the dear spot on which it hung! He 
shifted his position—and strained every nerve of sight to recover 
it. Now he saw it!-—no, it was a mist! Now!—no, it was a 
wave! Sul his eye pierced to the line that bounded the sky and 
water; but, no,—nothing could be found !—Indescribable anguish 
swelled within him. A thousand tender ties seemed snapped at 
once. All the smothered sentiments of friendship, of filial affec- 
tion, of local endearment, invigorated by the love of country, a pas- 
sion so often found to survive other attachments, rose in his soul. 
The depths of sorrow were broken up—tears gushed from his 
eyes—he sank down on the deck, and long and bitterly did he 
weep!” Vol. 2. page 156. 


Salutary were the tears of Lefevre—They relieved the gloomy 
torpor of his soul. 


“« The light of heaven seemed beaming through the sepa- 
rating clouds of melancholy, and his whole conduct appeared 
to him in a totally new point of view. He was confounded at his 
own folly and presumption, in tearing himself from the bosom of 
his frieuds, and his native country. The name of his mother qui- 
vered on bis lips, while he thought, for the first time seriously, 
of the agonies she must have suffered through his rashness. Soft- 
enend by filial love, his mind turned to religious objects.” Vol, 2. 
page 158. 


‘‘ Painful was it to think of the pious entreaties he had slight- 
ed—of the privileges he had cast away—of the talents he had 
squandered—of the immortal hopes he had pawned to a base and 
deceitful world !”—« His heart filled.” ‘+O God !” he cried, with 
emotions made up of sorrow humility and love ; and the tears of 
regret were changed into those of generous penitence ! 

Arrived in Canada, the penitent becomes once more excellent, 
active, and useful. He writes to his friends and after a conside- 
rable time they procure his discharge. The “ fatted calf” is killed 
to receive the “ prodigal son,” and joy again illumines the virtuous 
sroup. It is hard to part with our hero without marrying him to 
the worthy Miss D. as any common writer would have done—but 
this is * No Fiction” —Miss D. had perhaps repented of her resolu- 
tion—and given her hand to another—but for the honour of “ in- 
curable love” this fact must be concealed. We have given large 
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extracts to show the powers of our author, in making an unpopu- 
lar subject delightful. 

Throughout there is much beautiful description, much pathos 
—sound sense—and sound piety. 

We are tempted to give one more passage which is so in 
nature— “ so truly womanly” that we should think no man could 
have conccived it. . The time, is the day of Lefevre’s return to 
his first lodging and the kind Mrs. Russel’s introducing him to 
his former rooms. 

“ The minute thus stolen from: ceremony, was xiven to the ex- 
ercise of a lively and delicate affection. It gave Mrs. Russel op- 
portunity to assure herself that all was arranged as she would 
have it. Her‘truly womanly eye offended instantly by the want 
of order and proportion, ran over the room. Every thing was in 
its place—the whole looked well. Yet, there was an unaccounta- 
ble itching in her fingers, to give a touch to all things. She strok- 
ed the plaits of the curtains—regulated the drop of the blinds to 
the light and to each other—ran her hand along the surface of 
the book-shelves—shifted the desk and chair about half an inch 
—hastened into the anti-chamber, passing her fingers over the 
counterpane as she went—and opencd, finally, the linen-drawer, 
to see that nothing there was rumpled. All this was done in a 
shorter time than is required to tell it; and being done, Mrs. Rus- 
sel took her stand in the middle of the room, waiting to mark with, 
glistening eyes, the first impression on Lefevre.” Vol. 2. page 273. 

This is a very serious book, intended for instruction, not 
amusement, yet it is so beautifully written—so truly interesting, 
that we cannot believe those who begin, will leave it unfinished. 
If the people of England have read five editions, will the people 
of America stop attwo? Are we less disposed to encourage lite- 
rature——or are we less disposed to serious meditation? We are 
not inclined to concede either, to our trans-atlantic brethren; but 
we ought in justice to acknowledge, that the rapid circulation 
of such a book, is presumptive evidence in favour of their moral 
character, and reminds us of “ the masculine morality—the so- 
ber and rational! piety which are found in all classes” ascribed to 
this nation by Mr. Walsh, in one of the most eloquent passages 
that ever fell from his pen. 

From the specimens we have given, our readers must be satis- 
fied with the language of * No Fiction:” but we beg leave to 
enter our protest against an innovation, which this writer has 
adopted, and which we have very lately observed to be creep- 
ing inamongst ourselves— Lefevre made a motion to leave.”— 
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This phraseology occurs several times. To leave what? To 
leave whom? We are no friends to innovation in our language— , 
especially if its effect should be to /eave the speaker’s meaning 
uncertain. H. 





Arr. X1.—TZhe Bogie of Anneslie. 


From the Etonian. 


299 


“¢ An’ ye winna believe i’ the Bogle ?” said a pretty young las- 
sie to her sweetheart, as they sat in the door of her fathe:’s cot- 
tage one fine Autumn evening :—* Do you hear that, mither, An- 
drew ’ll no believe v the Bogle !” 

“Gude be wi us, Effie!” exclaimed Andrew,—a slender and 
delicate youth of about two-and-twenty,—* a bonny time I wad hae 
o’t, gin I were to heed every auld wifes clatter.» 

‘The words “ auld wife” bad a manifest effect on Effie, and she 
bit her lips in silence. Her mother immediately opened a batte- 
ry upon the young man’s prejudices, narrating that on Anneslie 
Heath, at ten o’clock o’ night, a certain apparition was wont to ap- 
pear, in the form ofa maiden above the usual size, with a wide 
three cornered hat. Sundry other particulars were mentioned, 
but Andrew was still incredulous. “He'll rue that, dearly will 
he rue’t!” said Effie, as“he departed. 

‘ Many days, however, passed away, and Effie was evidently 
much disappointed to find that the scepticism of her lover gath- 
ered strength. Nay, he had the audacity to insult, by gibes and 
jests, the true believers, and to cal! upon them for the reasons of 
their faith. Effie was in a terrible passion. 

‘ At last, however, her prophecy was fulfilled. Andrew was 
passing over the moor, while the clock struck ten ; for it was his 
usual practice to walk at that hour, in order to mock the fears of 
his future bride. He was just winding round the thicket which 
opened to him a view of the cottage where Effie dwelt, when he 
heard a light step behind him, and, in an instant, his’ feet were 
tripped up, and he was iaid prostrate on the turf. Upon looking 
up he beheld a tall muscular man standing over him, who, in no 
courteous manner, desired to see the contents of his pocket. 
“ Deil be on ye!” exclaimed the young forester, “ I hae but ae 
coin’? the warld.” That com maun I hae,” said his assailant. 
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«Faith! Pse show ye play for’t, then,” said Andrew, and sprung 
upon his feet. 

‘ Andrew was esteemed the best cudgel-player for twenty miles 
round, so that in brief space, he cooled the ardour of his antago- 
nist, and dealt such visitations upon his scull as might have made 
a much firmer head-ache fora fortnight. The man stepped back, 
and, pausing in his assault, raised his hand to his forehead, and 
buried it among his dark locks. It returned covered with blood. 
‘¢ Thou hast cracked my crown,” he said, “ but yet ye sha’ na 
gang scatheless ;” and, flinging down his cudgel, he flew on his 
young foe, and grasping his body before he was aware of the at~ 
tack, whirled him to the earth with an appalling impetus. “ The 
Lord hae mercy on me !” said Andrew,” I’m a dead man.” 

‘ He was not far from it, for his rude foe was preparing to put 
the finishing stroke to his victory. Suddenly something stirred 
in the bushes, and the conqueror, turning away from his victim, 
cried out, “ the bugle ! the bogle !” and fled precipitately. An- 
drew ventured to look up. He saw the figure which had been 
described to him approaching; it came nearer and nearer; its 
face was very pale, and its step was not heard on the grass. At 
last it stood by his side, and looked down upon him. Andrew 
buried his face in his cloak: presently the apparition spoke--in- 
distinctly indeed, for its teeth seemed to chatter with cold :— 
«“ This is a cauld an’ an eerie night to be sae late on Anneslie 
Muir!” and immediately it glided away.—Andrew lay a few min- 
utes in a trance; and then arising from his cold bed, ran hastily 
towards the cottage of his mistress. His hair stood on end, and 
the vapours of the night sunk chill upon his brow as he lifted up 
the latch, and flung himself on an oaken seat. 

“ Preserve us !”’ cried the old woman, * Why, ye are mair than 
eneugh to frighten a body out o’ her wits? To come in wi’ sic 
a jaunt and a jerk, bareheaded, and the red blood scattered a’ o’er 
your new leather jerkin! Shame on you, Andwew ! in what mis- 
hanter hast thou broken that fule’s head o’ thine !” 

“Peace mither,” said the young man, taking breath. ‘I hae 
seen the bogle.” 

The old lady had a long line of reproaches, drawn up in order 
of march between her lips; but the mention of the bogle was the 
signal for disbanding them. A thousand questions poured in, in 
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rapid sticcession.<« How old was she ? How was she dressed ! 
Who was she like ? What did she say ? 

“ She was a tall thin woman, about sevén feet high !” 

“Oh Andrew !” cried Effie. 

“ As ugly as sin !” 

“ Other people tell a different story,” said Effie. 

“ True on my Bible oath ! and then her beard”— 

“ A beard! Andrew,” shrieked Effie, “a woman with a beard? 
For shame, Andrew !” 

« Nay, I will swear it!—-She had seen full saxty winters afore 
she died to trouble us !” 

‘“T’ll wager my best new goun,” said the maiden, “ that saxteen 
would be nearer the mark.” 

« But wha was she like, Andrew !” said the old woman. « Was 
she like auld Janet that was drowned in the pond hard by? or 
that auld witch that your master hanged for stealing his pet lamb? 
or was she like—” 

“ Are you sure she was na like me, Andrew !” said Effie, look- 
ing archly in his face. 

“ You—Pshaw! Faith, guid mither, she was like to naebody 
that I ken, unless it be auld Elspeth, the cobier’s wife, that was 
spirited awa’ by the Abbot, for breaking Father Jerome’s head 
wi’ a tin frying pan ?’ 

«« And how was she drest, Andrew ?” 

“In that horrible three cornered hat, which may I be blinded 
if ever I seek to look upon again! an’ in a lang blue apron.” 

« Green, Andrew !” cried Effie, twirling her own green apron 
round her thumb. 

« How you like to teaze one!” said the lover. Poor Andrew 
did not at all enter into his mistress’s pleasantry ; for he laboured 
under great depression of spirits, and never lifted his eyes from 
the ground. 

“ But ye hae na tald us what she said, lad !” said the old woman, 
assuming an air of deeper mystery as each question was put and 
answered in its turn. ; 

“ Lord ! what signifies it whether she said this or that! Haud 
your tongue ! and get me some comfort ; for, to speak truth, I’m 
vera cauld.” 

Well mayest thou be sae,” said Effie ; « for indeed,” she con- 
tinued, in a feigned voice, “ it was a cauld an’ an eerie night to be 
sae late on Anneslie Muir.” 
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Andrew started, and a doubt seemed to pass over his mind. 
He looked up at the damsel, and perceived, for the first time, that 
her large blue eye was laughing at him from under the shade of 
a huge three-cornered Hat. The next moment he hung over her 
in an ecstacy of gratitude, and smothered with his kisses the ridi- 
cule which she forced upon him as tie penalty of his preservation. 

“ Seven feet high, Andrew !"— 

“My dear Effie !”— 

“« As ugly as sin!” 

‘* My darling lassie ?’—~ 

“ And a beard !"— 

“ Na! na! now ‘you carry the jest o’er far!” 

“ And saxty winters !” 

“ Saxteen springs ; Iffie ! dear, delightful, smiling, springs !” 

‘« And Elspeth the cobler’s wife !oh ! Andrew, Andrew ! I never 
can forgive you for the cobler’s wife !—and what say you now, 
Andrew ! is there nae bogle on the muir ?” 

“ My dear Effie! for your sake I’ll believe in a’ the bogles in 
Christendie !” 

“ That is,” said Effie, at the conclusion of a long and vehement 
fit of risibility, “‘ that is, ina’ that wear three-cornered Hats.” 





Art. XII —from Baron Humboldt’s personai Narrative.--Vol. 4. 


[We have selected from Baron Humboldt’s personal narrative, which has 
not been republished in this country, the following account of his jour- 
ney down the Rio Apure to its junction with the Oroonoko. We have 
marked some other passages, which we shall give in a future number.—Ep., 
P. FJ 

Having passed the Diatante, we entered a land inhabited only 
by tigers, crocodiles, and chiguires, a large species of the genus 
caria of Linnzus. We saw flocks of birds, crowded so close to- 
gether, as to appear against the sky like a dark cloud, that every 
instant changec its form. The river widens by degrees. One of 
its banks is generally barren and sandy from the effect of inunda- 
tions: the other is higher and covered with lofty trees. Some- 
times the river is bordered by forest, on each side, and forms a 
straight canal,a hundred and fifty toises broad. The manner in 
which the trees are disposed, is very remarkable. We first find 
bushes of sauso forming a kind of hedge four feet high, and ap- 
pearing as if they had been clipped by the handof man. A copse 
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of cedars, brazillettoes, and lignum vitz, rises behind this hedge. 
Palm trees are rare; we saw only a few scattered trunks of the 
thorny piritu and corozo. The large quadrupeds of those regions, 
the tigers, tapirs, and pecaris, have made openings in the hedge of 
sausos which we have just described. Through these the wild an- 
imals pass, when they come to drink at the river. Asthey fear but lit- 
tle the approach of a boat, we had the pleasure of viewing them, 
pace slowly along the shore, till they disappeared, in the forest, 
which they entered by one of the narrow passes left here 
and there between the bushes. I confess that these scenes, 
which were often repeated, had ever for me a peculiar at- 
traction. The pleasure they excite is not owing solely to the in- 
terest, which the naturalist takes in the objects of his study ; it is 
connected with a feeling common to all men, who have been 
breught up in the habits of civilization. You find yourself in a 
new world, in the midst of untamed and savage nature. Now itis 
the jaguar, the beautiful panther of America, that appears upon 
the shore, and now the hocco* with its black plumage and its 
tufted head, that moves slowly along the sausos. Animals of the 
most different classes succeed each other. “ Esse como en el Pa- 
raiso,’t said our pilot, an old Indian of the missions. Every thing 
indeed here recalls to mind that state of the primitive world, the 
innocence and felicity of which, ancient and venerabie traditions 
have transmitted to all nations: but, ii carefully observing the 
manners of animals between themselves, we see that they mutual- 
ly avoid and fear each other. The golden age has ceased ; and in 
this Paradise of the American forests, as well as every where else, 
sad and long experience has taught all beings, that benignity is 
seldom found inalliance with strength. 

When the shore is of considerable breadth, the hedge of sauso 
remains at a distance from the river. In this intermediate ground 
we see crocodiles, sometimes to the number of eight or ten 
stretched on the sand motionless, the jaws opened at right angles, 
they repose by each other without displaying any of those marks 
of affection, observed in other animals that live in society. The 
troop separates as soon asthey quit the shore. It is, however, 
probably composed of one male only, and many females ; for, as 
Mr. Descourtils, who has so much studied the crocodiles of St. 


* Crax alector, the peacock pheasant ; c. pauxi, the cashew bird. 
} “It is just as it was in Paradise.” 


VoL, xII. 18 





ee ey os 2 - 
nie * 


+ hh to 


* * “ae 
Vassar ; 


ar. 


ee el eal 


a eee 





138 Humboldt’s Narrative. 








Domingo, observed before me, the males are rare, because they 
kill one another in fighting during the season of their joves.— 
These monstrous reptiles are so numcrous, that throughout the 
whole course of the river we had almost at every instant five or 
six in view. Yet at this period the swelling of the Rio Apure 
was scarely perceived ; and consequently hundreds of crocodiles 
were still buried in the mud of the savannahs. About four in the 
afternoon we stopped to measure a dead crocodile, that the waters 
had thrown on the shore. It was only sixteen feet eight inches 
long ; some days after Mr. Bonpland found another, a male, twenty 
two feet three inches long. In every zone,in America as in Egypt, 































this animal attains the same size. The species so abundant in tre 
Apure, the Oroonoko, andthe Rio de la Magdalena, is nota cayman, 
or alligator, but a real crocodile, with feet dentated at the exter- 
nal edges, analagous to that of the Nile. When it is recollected, 
that the male enters the age of puberty only at ten years. and that 
its length is then eight feet, we may presume, that the crocodile, 
measured by Mr. Bonpland was atleast twenty-eight years old. The 
Indians told us,that at San Fernandoscarcely ayear passes, without 
two orthree grown up persons, particularly women who fetch water 
from the river, being drowned by these carniverous lizards. They 
related to us the history ofa young girl of Uritucu, who by singular 
intrepidity and presence of mind, saved herself from the jaws of a 
crocodile. When she felt hersveif seized, she sought the eyes of 
the animal, and plunged her fingers into them with such violence, 
that the pain forced the crocodile to let her loose, after having bit- 
ten off the lower part of herleftarm. The girl, notwithstanding 
the enormous quantity of blood she lost, happily reached the shore, 
swimming with the hand she had suil left. In those desert coun- 
tries, where man is ever wresting with nature, discourse daily 
turns on the means, that may be employed to escape from a tiger, 
a boa or traga venad», ora crocodile ; every oue prepares himself 
in some sort for the dangers that await him. I knew, said the 
young girl of Uritucu coolly, “that the cayman lets go his hold, 
if you push your fingers into his eyes.”’ Long after my return to 
Europe I learned, that in the interior of Africa the negroes know 






and practise the same means. Who does not recollect with a live- 
ly interest Jsaaco, the guide of the unfortunate Mungo Park, seiz- 
ed twice, near Boulinkombou, by a crocodile, and twice escaping 
from the jaws of the monster, having stcceeded in placing 
his fingers under water in both his eyes? The African Isaaco, 







. Humboldt’s Narrative. 139 


and the young American, owed their safety to the same presence 
of mind, and the same combination of ideas. 

The movements of the crocodile of the Apure are abrupt and 
rapid when it attacks any object ; but it moves with the slowness 
of a salamander, when it is not excited by rage or hunger. The 
animal in running makes a rustling noise, that seems to proceed 
from the rubbing of the scales of its skin against one another. In 
this movement it bends its back, and appears higher on its legs 
than when at rest. We often heard this noise ot the scales very 
near us on the shore; but it is not true, as the Indians pretend, 
that, like the pangolins, the old crocodiles “ can erect their scales, 
and every part of theirarmour.’ The motion of these animals is 
no doubt generally in a straight line, or rather like that of an ar- 
row which changes its direction at certain distances. However, 
notwithstanding the little apparatus of false ribs, that connects the 
vertchbrz of the neck, and seems to impede the lateral movement, 
crocodiles can turn easily, when they please. I often saw young 
ones biting their tails ; and other observers have seen the same 
action in crocodiles at their full growth. If their movements al- 
most always appear to be straight forward, it is because, like our 
small lizards, they execute them by starts. Crecodiles are excel- 
lent swimmers ; they go with facility against the most rapid cur- 
rent. It appeared to me, however, that in descending the river 
they had some difficulty in turning quickly about. A large dog 
that had accompanied us in our journey from Caraccas to the Rio 
Negro, was one day pursued in swimming by an enormous croco- 
dile, which had nearly reached him, when the dog escaped its en- 
emy by turning round suddenly and swimming against the current. | 
The crocodile performed the same movement, but much more 
slowly than the dog, which happily gained the shore. 

The crocodiles of the Apure find abundant nourishment in the 
chiguires, (the thick nosed tapir of the naturalists,) which live 
50 or 60 together in troops on the banks of the river. These un- 
fortunate animals,as large as our pigs, have no weapons of de- 
fence ; they swim somewhat better than they run: yet they become 
the prey of the crocodiles in the water, as of the tigers on land: 
It is difficult to cenceive, how, persecuted by two powerful ene- 
mies, they can become so numerous ; but they breed with the same 
rapidity as the cobayas, or little guinea-pigs, which come to us 
from Brazil. 













7 
- 
. 


pe Rn nl See eel 


os 





140 Humboldt’s Narrative. 


We stopped below the mouth of the Cano de la Tigrera, ina 
sinuosity called La Vuelta del Joval, to measure the velocity of 
the water at its surface. It was not more than 3.2 feet in a second ; 
which gives 2.56 feet for the mean velocity. The barometrical 
heights, attending to the effects of the little horary variations, indi- 
cated scarcely a slope of seventeen inches in a mile of nine hun- 
dred and fifty toises. The velocity is the simultaneous effect of 
the slope of the ground, and the accumulation of the waters by the 
swelling of the upper parts of the river. We were again surround- 
ed by chiguires, which swim like dogs, raising the head and neck 
above the water. We saw with surprise a large crocodile on the 
opposite shore, motionless, and sleeping in the midst of these nib- 
bling animals. It awoke at the approach of our canoe, and went 
into the water slowly, without affrighting the chiguires. Our In- 
dians accounted for this indifference by the stupidity of the ani- 
mal; but it is more probable, that the chiguires know by long 
experience, that the crocodile of the Apure and the Oroonoko 
docs not attack upon land, unless he finds the object be would 
seize immediately in his way, at the instant when he throws him- 
self into the water. 

Near the Jova/ nature assumes an awful and savage aspect.— 
We there saw the largest tiger we had ever met with. The na- 
tives themselves were astonished at its prodigious length, which 
surpassed that of all the tigers of India I had seen in the collec- 
tions of Europe. The animal lay stretched beneath the shade of 
alarge zamang.* It had just killed a chiguire, but had not yet 
touched its prey, on which it kept one of its paws. The zamuroes, 
a species of vulture which we have compared above to the perc- 
nopterus of Lower Egypt, were assembled in flocks to devour the 
remains ofthe jaguar’s repast. They afforded the most curious spec- 
tacle, by a singular mixture of boldness and timidity. They advanc- 
ed within the distance of two feet from the jaguar, but at the least 
movement the beast made, they drew beck. In order to observe 
more nearly the manners of these animals, we went into the little 
boat, that accompanied our canoe. Tigers very rarely attack boats 
by swimming to them; and never but when their ferocity is 
heightened by a long privation of food. The noise of our oars led 
the animal to rise slowly and hide itself behind the sauso bushes 


* A species of mimosa. 
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that bordered the, shore. The vultures tried to profit by this mo- 
ment of absence to devour the chiguire: but the tiger, notwith- 
standing the proximity of our boat, leaped into the midst of them; 
and ina fit of rage, expressed by his gait andthe movement of his 
tail, carried off his prey to the forest. The Indians regretted, 
that they were not provided with their lances, in order to go on 
shore, and attack the tiger. They are accustomed to this weap- 
on, and were right in not trusting to our musquets, which, in an 
air so excessively humid, often miss fire. 

Continuing to descend the river, we met with the great herd 
of chiguires, which the tiger had put to flight, and from which he 
had selected his prey. These animals saw us land with great tran- 
quility ; some of them were seated, and gazed upon us, moving 
the upper lip like rabbits. They seemed not to be afraid of men, 
but the sight of our great dog put them to flight. Their hind 
legs being longer than their fore legs, their pace is a slight gal- 
lop, but with so little swiftness, that we succeeded in catching two 
ofthem. ‘The chiguire, which swims with the greatest agility, 
utters a short moat in running, as if its respiration were impeded. 
It is the largest of the family of gnawing animals. It defends it- 
self only at the last extremity, when it is surrounded and wound- 
ed. Waving great strength in its grinding teeth, particularly the 
hinder ones, which are pretty long, it can tear the paw ofa tiger, 
or the leg ofa horse, with its bite. Its flesh has a smell of musk 
somewhat disagreeable ; yet hams are made of it in this country, 
which almost justifies the name of water hog given to the chiguire 
by some of the older naturalists. The missionary monks do not 
hesitate to eat these hams during lent. According to their Zoo- 
logical classifications, they place the armadillo, the thick nosed 
tapir, and the manatee near the tortoises; the first, because it is 
covered with a hard armour, like a sort of shell, and the others be- 
cause they are amphibious. The chiguires are found in such 
numbers on the banks of the river Santo Domingo, Apure and 
Arauca, in the marshes and the inundated savannahs, of the Llanos, 
that the pasturages suffer from them. They browze the grass 
which fattens the horses best, and which bears the name of chi- 
guirero, “chiguire grass.”?’ They feed also upon fish; and we 
saw with surprize, that, affrighted by the approach of a boat, the 
animal in diving remains eight or ten minutes under water. 

We passed the night as usual, in the open air, though in a 
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flan‘ation, the prorrie or of which employed himself in hunting 
tigers. He was almost naked, and of a dark brown complexion 
like a Zambo. This did not prevent his thinking himself of the 
cast of Whites. He called his wife and his daughter, who were 
as naked as himself, Donna Isabella, and Donna Manuela. With- 
out having ever quitted the banks of the Apure, he took a lively 
interest “ in the news of Macrid, in those wars which never end- 
ed aml in every thing down yonder; todas fas cosas de alla.” 
He knew, that the king was soon to come and visit “ the grandees 
& of the country of Carsaccas,” but, added he with some pleasantry, 
“as the peeple of the court can eat only wheaten bread, they 
: will never pass beyond the town of Victoria, and we shall not see 
them here.” I bad brought with me a chiguire, which I had 
4 intended to have roasted ; but our host assured us, that such “ In- 
P dian game” was-not food fit for nos otros cavalleros blancoa,* white 
. | gentlemen like him and me.” Accordingly he offered us some 
i venison, which he had killed the day before with an arrow, for he 
3 had neither powder nor fire arms. 

| We supposed that a smal! wood of plantain trees concealed 
:" trom us the hut of the farm : but this man, so proud of his nobility. 
i and the colour of his skin, had not taken the trouble of construct- 
‘ ing an ajoufia of palm leaves. He invited us to have our ham- 
, mocks hung near bis own, between two trees; and he assured us 
| with an air of complacency, that, if we came up the river in the 
a rainy season, we should find him beneath a roof, (daxo techo.) 
{ We soon had reason to complain of a philosophy, which, indul- 
gent to indolence, renders a man indifferent to the conveniences 
of life. A furious wind arose alter midnight, lightnings ploughed 
the horizen, the thunder rolled, and we were wet to the skin. 
During this storm a whimsical incident served to amuse us fora 
moment. Donna Isabella’s cat had perched upon the tamarind-tree, 
at the foot of which we lay. It fell into the hammock of one of 
our companions, who, wounded by the claws of the cat, and awa- 
kened from a profound sleep, thought he was attacked by some 
wild beast of the forest. We ran to him on hearing his cries, 
aud had some trouble to convince him of his error. While it 
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rained in torrents op our hammocks, and the instruments we had 
landed, don Ignacio congratulated us on our good fortune in not 
sleeping on the strand, but finding ourselves in his domain, 
among whites and persons of rank ; entre gente blanca y de trato. 
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Wet as we were, we could not easily persuade ourselves of the 
advantayes of our situation, and listened with some impatience to 
the long narrative our host gave us of his pretended expedition 
to Rio Meta, of the valour he had displayed in a bloody combat 
with the Guahibo Indians, and * the services that he bad rendered 
God and his King, in carrying away children (dos Jndiecito«) from 
their parents, to distribute them in the missions.”” How singuiara 
spectacle, to find in that vast solitude a man, who believes ‘iimselt 
of European race, and knows no other shelter than the shade ota 
tree, with all the vain pretensions, ali the hereditary prejudices, 
all the errors, of long civilization ! 

April the Ist. Atsun rise we quitted signior don Ignacio, and 
Signora donna Isabella his wife. The weather was cooicr, for 
the thermometer, which generally kept up in the day to 20 or 35 
had sunkto 24°. ‘The temperature of the river was little changed, it 
continued constanily at 26° or 27°. ‘The current carried with it 
an enormous quantity of trunks of trees. We mightimagine, that 
on ground entirely smooth, and where the eye cannot distinguish 
the least hill, the river would have tormed by the force of its 
current a channel in a straight line. A glance at the map, which 
I traced by the compass, will prove the contrary. The two banks, 
worn by the waters, do not furnish an equal resistance; and al- 
most imperceptible inequalities of the level suffice to produce 
great sinuosities, yet below the Joval, where the bed of the river 
enlarges a little, it forms a channel that appears perfectly straigit, 
_ and is shaded on each side by very tall trees. This part of the 
river is called Cano Ricco. J found it to be one hundred and thirty 
six tois’s broad. We passed a low island, inhabited by thousands 
of flamingoes rose-coloured spoonbiils herons, and moorhens, 
which displayed a mixture of the most various colours. These 
birds were so close together, that they seemed to be unable to stir. 
The island they inhabit is called Js/a de Aves. Lower down we 
passed the point, where the Rio Arichuna, an arm of the Apure, 
branches off to the Cabulare, carrying off a considerable body of 
its waters. We stopped op the right bank, at a little Indian mis- 
sion, inhabited by the tribe of the Gnamoes. There were yet only 
sixteen or eighteen huts constructed with the leaves of the paim 
tree ; yet, in the statistical tables presented annually by the mis- 
sionaries to the court, this assemblage of huts is marked with the 
name of the village de Santa Barbara de Arichuna. 
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The Guamoes are a race of Indians very difficult to fix on a set- 
tled spot. They have great similarity of manners with the 
Achaguas, the Guajiboes,* and the Oromacoes, partaking their 
disregard of cleanliness, their spirit of vengeance, and their taste 
for wandering ; but their language differs essentially. The greater 
part of these four tribes live by fishing and hunting, in plains of- 
ten inundated, and situated between the Apure, the Meta, and the 
Guaviare. The nature of these regions seems to invite the na- 
tions toa wandering life. On entering the mountains of the Cataracts 
of the Oroonoko we shall soon find among the Piraoas, the Macoes, 
and the Maguiritares, milder manners, the love of agriculture, 
and great cleanliness in the interior of their huts. On the backs 
of mountains, in the midst of impenetrable forests, man is com- 
pelled to fix himself, and cultivate a small spot of land.—This cul- 
tivation requires little care; while in a country where there are no 
other roads than rivers, the life of the hunter is laborious and dif- 
ficult. The Guamoes of the mission of Santa Barbara could not 
furnish us with the provision we wanted. They cultivate only a 
little cassava. They appeared hospitable ; and, when we entered 
their huts, offered us dried fish and water (in their tongue cué.) 
This water was cooled in porous vessels. 

Beyond the Vuelta del Cochino roto, in a spot where the river 
has scooped itself a new bed, we passed the night on a bare and 
very extensive strand. The forest being impenetrable, we had 
the greatest difficuity to find dry wood to light fires, near which 
the indians believe themselves in safety from the nocturnal attacks 
of the tiger. Our own experience seems to depose in favour of 
this opinion; but M. d’Azzara asserts, that in his time a tiger in 
Paraguay carried off a man who was seated near a fire lighted in 
the savannah. 

The night was calm and serene, and there was a beautiful 
moonlight. The crocodiles were stretched along the shore. 
They placed themselves in such a manner as to be able to see the 
fire. We thought we observed, that its splendour attracted them, 
as it attracts fishes, crayfish, and other inhabitants of the water. 
The Indians showed us the traces of three tigers in the sand, two 
of which were very young. A female had no doubt conducted her 
little ones to drink at the river. Finding no tree on the strand, we 


’ Ther Indian name is Guaiva pronounced Guahiva. 
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stuck our oars in the ground, and to these we fastened our ham- 
mocks. Every thing passed tranquilly till eleven at night; and 
then a noise so terrific arose in the neighbouring forest, that it 
was almost impossible to close our eyes. Amid the cries of so 
many wild beasts howling at once, the Indians discriminated such 
only as were heard separately. These were the little soft cries 
of the sapajous, the moans of the alouates, the howlings of the ti- 
ger, the couguar, or American lion without mane, the pecarl, 
and the sloth, and the voices of curassoa, the parraka, and some 
other gallinaceous birds. When the jaguars approached the skirt of 
the forest, our dog, which till then had never ceased barking, began 
tohowland seek for shelter beneath our hammocks. Sometimes, af- 
ter a long silence, the cry of the tiger came from the tops of the 
trees ; and in this case it was followed by the sharp and long whist- 
ling of the monkeys, which appeared to flee from the danger 
that threatened them. 

I notice every circumstance of these nocturnal scenes, because, 
being recently embarked on the Rio Apure, we were not yet ac- 
customed tothem. We heard the same noises reveated, during 
the course of whole months, whenever the forest approached the 
bed of the rivers. The security displayed by the Indians inspires 
travellers with confidence. You persuade yourself with them, 
that the tigers are afraid of fire, and do not attack a man lying in 
his hammock. These attacks are in fact extremely rare ; and, dur- 
ing a long abode in South America, I remember only one example 
of a Llanero, who was found torn in his hammock opposite the 
island of Achaguas, 

When the natives are interrogated on the causes of this tre- 
mendous noise made by the beasts of the forest, at certain hours 
of the night, they reply gaily, “ they are keeping the feast of the 
full moon !” 

I believe this agitation is most frequently the effect of some 
contest, that has arisen in the depths of the forest. The jaguars, 
for instance, pursue the pecaris and the tapirs, which, having no 
defence but in their numbers, flee in close troops, and break down 
the bushes they find in their way. Affrighted at this struggle, the 
timid and mistrustful monkies answer from the tops of the trees, 
the cries of the large animals. They awaken the birds that live 
in society, and by degrees the whole assembly is in movement.— 
We shall soon find, that it is not always ina fine moonlight, but 
Vou. xr. 19 
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more particularly at the time of a storm and violent showers, that 
this tumult takes place among the wild beasts. May heaven 
grant them a quiet night and repose, and us also !’’ said the monk 
who accompanied us to the Rio Negro, when, sinking with fatigue, 
he assisted in arranging our accomodations for the night. It was 
indeed a strange situation, to find no silence in the solitude of 
woods. In the inns of Spain we dread the sharp sounds of guitars 
from the next apartment ; in those of the Oroonoko, which are an 
open beach, or the shelter of a solitary tree, we are afraid of being 
disturbed in our sleep by voices issuing from the forest. 

April 2d. We set sail before sunrise. The morning was beau- 
tiful and cool, according to the feelings of those, who are accus- 
tomed to the heats of these climates. The thermometer rose to 
28° only in the air; but the dry and white sand of the beach, not- 
withstanding its radiation toward a sky without a cloud, retained 
a temperature of 36°. The porpoises (toninas«) ploughed the ri- 
verin Jong files. The shore was covered with fishing birds. — 
Some of these embarked on the floating wood, that passed down 
the river, and surprized the fish that preferred the middle of the 
stream. Our canoe touched several times during the morning. 
These shocks, when violent, are capable of splitting a light bark. 
We struck on the points of several large trees, which remain for 
ycars in an oblique position, sunk inthe mud. These trees de- 
scend from Sarare, at the period of great inundations. These so 
fill the bed of the river, that canoes in going up find it difficult 
sometimes to make their way over the shoals, or wherever there 
are eddies. We reached a spot near the island of Carizales, where 
we saw trunks of the locust tree of an enormous size above the 
surface of the water. They were covered with a species of plo- 
tus nearly approaching the anhinga, or white-bellied darter. These 
birds perch in files, like pheasants. and parrakas. They remain 
for hours entirely motionless, with the beak raised toward the sky, 
which gives them a singular air of stupidity. 

Below the island of Carizales we observed a diminution of the 
waters of the river, at which we were so much the more surprised, 
as, after the bifurcation at da Boca de Arichuna, there is no branch, 
no natural drain, that takes away water from the Apure. The 
loss is solely the effect uf evaporation, and of filtration on a sandy 
and wetshore. We may form an idea of the magnitude of these 
effects, when we recollect, that we found the heat of the dry sands, 
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at different hours of the day, from 36° to 52° and that of sands cov- 
ered with three or four inches of water 32°. The beds of rivers 
are heated as far as the depth, to which the solar rays can pene- 
trate without having undergone too great an extinction in their 
passage through the super incumbent strata of water. Besides, 
the effict of filtration extends far beyond the bed of the river ; it 
may be said to be lateral. The shore, which appears dry to us, im- 
bibes water as far as the level of the surface of the river. We saw 
water gush out at the distance of 50 toises from the shore,every time 
that the indians stuck their oars into the ground ; now these sands, 
wet underneath, but dry above, and exposed to the solar rays, act 
like asponge. They are losing the infiltrated water every in- 
stant by evaporation. The vapour, that is emitted, traverses the 
upper stratum of sand strongly heated, and becomes sensible to 
the eye when the air cools toward the evening, As the beach dries, 
it draws from the rivers new portions of water; and it may be con- 
sidered, that this continual alternation of vaporization and lateral im- 
bibition must cause an immense loss, difficult tosubmittoexact cal- 
culation. The increase of these losses would be in proportion to 
the length of the course of the rivers, if from their source to their 
mouth they were equally surrounded by a flat shore; but these 
shores being formed by depositions from the water, and the water 
having less velocity in proportion as it is more remote from its 
source, deposing necessarily more in the lower than in the upper 
part of its course, many rivers of hot climates undergo a diminu- 
tion in the quantity of their water, as they approach their mouth. 
Mr. Barrow has observed these curious effects of sands in the 
southern part of Africa, on the banks of Orange river. They 
are even become the subject of a very important discussion, in 
the various hypotheses that have been formed on the course of 
the Niger. 

Near the Vuelta de Basilio, where we landed to collect plants, 
we saw on the top of a tree, two beautiful little monkies, black 
as jet, of the size of the sai, with frehensile tails. Their physi- 
ognomy and their movements sufficiently showed, that they were 
neither the quato [simia beelzebub, L. ], nor the chamek, nor any 
of the ateles. Our Indians themselves had never seen any that 
resembled them. These forests abound in sapajous unknown to 
the naturalists of Europe ; and as monkeys, especially those that 
liye in troops, and for this reason are more enterprising, make 
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long emigrations, at certain periods, it happens, that at the begin- 
ning of the rainy season the natives discover round their huts dif- 
ferent kinds, which they had never before observed. On this same 
bank, our guides showed us a nest of young iguanas, that were 
only four inches long, It was difficult to distinguish them from 
a common lizard. There was nothing yet formed but the dew- 
lap below the threat. The dorsal spines, the large erect scales, 
} all those appendages, that render the iguana so monstrous when 
q it attains the length of three or four feet, were scarcely traced. 
‘ The flesh of this animal of the saurien family appeared to us to 
, have an agreeable taste in every country, where the climate is 
e very dry ; we even found it so at periods when we where not in 
S| want of other food. It is extremely white, and next to the flesh 
| of the armadillo, here called cachicamo, one of the best eatables 
to be found in the huts of the natives. 7 

It rained towards the evening. Before the rain fell, swallows, 
exactly resembiing our own, skimmed over the surtace of the wa- 
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i ter. We saw also a flock of paroquets pursued by little goshawks 
without crests. The piercing cries of these paroquets contrasted 
? singularly with the whistling of the birds of prey. We passed 


ji the night in the open air, upon the beach, near the island of Cari- 
zales. There were several Indian huts in the neighbourhood, 
surrounded with plantations. Our pilots assured us before hand, 
that we shouid not hear the cries of the jaguar, which, when not 
ik extremely pressed by hunger, withdraws from places where he 
| does not rule alone. ‘* Men put him out of humour,” /os hombres 
lo enfadan, say the people in the missions, a pleasant, and simple 
expression, that marks a well observed fact. 
April 3d. Since our departure from San Fernando we have not 
" meta single boat on this fine river. Every thing denotes the 
iS most profound solitude. In the morning our Indians caught with 
a hook the fish known in the country by the mame of caride, or 
caribito, because no other fish has such a thirst for blood. I at- 
tacks bathers and swimmers, from whom it often carries away con- 
siderable pieces of flesh. When a person is only slightly wound- 
ed, it is difficult for him to get out of the water without receiving 
a scverer wound. The Indians dread extremely these carides ; 
and several of them shewed us the scars of deep wounds, in the 
calf of the leg andin the thigh, made by these little animals, which 
the Maypures call umati. They live at the bottom of rivers ; but 
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if a few drops of blood, be shed on the water, they arrive by thou- 
sands at the surfice. When we reflect on the number of 
these fish, the most voracious and cruel of which are only four or 
five inches long ; on the triangular form of their sharp and cutting 
teeth, and on the amplitude of their retractile mouth, we need not 
be - ry. 1 ed at the fear which the caribe excites in the inhabit- 
ants of the banks of the Apure and the Oroonoko. In places where 
the river was very limpid, and where not a fish appeared, we 
threw into the water little morsels of flesh covered with blood. 
In a few minutes a cloud of caribes came to dispute the prey. 
The belly of this fish has a cutting edge, indented like a saw; a 
character that may be traced in several kinds, the serra-salmes, 
the myletes, and the fristigastres. The presence of a second 
adipous dorsal fin ; and the form of the teeth, covered by lips dis- 
tant from each other, and largest in the lower jaw ; place the ca- 
ribe among the serra-salmes. Its mouth is much wider than that 
of the myletee of Mr. Cuvier. It’s body toward the back is ash- 
coloured, with a tint of green ; but the belly, the gill covers, and 
the pectoral, anal, and ventral fins, are of a fine orange. Three 
species (or varieties) are known in the Oroonoko, and are distin- 
guished by their size. The mean, or intermediate, appears to be 
identical with the mean species of the piraya, or piranha of Marc- 
grav. (Salmo rhombeus, Lin.) I described and drew it on the spot. 
The caribito has a very agreeable taste. As no one dares to 
bathe where it is found, it may be considered as one of the great- 
est scourges of those climates, in which the sting of the moschet- 
toes, and the irritation of the skin, render the use of baths so ne- 
cessary. 

We stopped at noon in a desert spot called Algodonal. I left 
my companions, while they drew the boat to land, and were occu- 
piedin preparing our dinner. I went along the beach to observe 
nearer a group of crocodiles sleeping in the sun, and placed in 
such a manner, as to have their tails, furnished with broad plates, 
restiny on one another. Some little herons, white as snow, walk- 
ed along their backs, and even upon their heads, as if they were 
passing overtrunks of trees. The crocodiles were of a greenish 
grey, half covered with dried mud; from their colour and immobi- 
lity they might have been taken for statues of bronze. This ex- 
cursion had nearly proved fatal to me. I had kept my eyes con- 
Stantiy turned toward the river ; but, on picking up some spangles 
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of mica agglomerated together in the sand, I discovered the re- 
cent footsteps of a tiger, easily distinguishable from their form 
and size. The animal had gone toward the forest; and turning 
my cyes on that side, I found myself within eighty steps of a ja- 
guar, lying under the thick foliage of a ceiba. Notiger had ever 
appeared to me so large. 

There are accidents in life, against which we might seek in 
vain to fortify our reason. I was extremely frightened, and yet 
sufficiently master of myself, and of my motions, to enable me to fol- 
low the advice which the Indians had often given us, how to act in 
such cases. I continued to walk on, without running; avoided moving 
my arms; and thought I observed that the jaguar’s attention was 
fixed on a herd of cafydsaras, which were crossing the river.—lI 
then began to return, making a large circuit toward the edge of 
the water. As the distance increased, I thought I might accelerate 
my pace. How often was I tempted to look back in order to assure 
myself that I wasnot pursued! Happily I yielded very tardily to 
this desire. The jaguar had remained motionless. These enor- 
mous cats with spotted robes, are so well fed in countries abound- 
ing in cafybaras, pecaris, and deer, that they rarely attack men. I 
arrived at the boat aut of breath, and related my adventure to the 
Indians. They appeared very little moved by it ; yet, after having 
loaded our firelocks, they accompained us to the ceiba, beneath 
which the jaguar had lain. He was there no longer, and it would 
have been imprudent to have pursued him into the forest where 
we must have dispersed, or marched in file, amid intertwining 
lianas. 

In the evening we passed the mouth of the Cano del Manaii, 
thus named on account of the immense quantity of manatees 
caught there every year. This herbivorous animal of the ceta- 
ceous family, called by the Indians efcia andav: attains here ge- 
nerally ten or twelve feet inlength. It weighs from five hundred 
to eight hundred pounds. We saw the water covered with it’s 
excrements, which are very fetid, but perfectly resembling those 
of an ox. It abounds in the Oroonoko, below the cataracts, in the 
Rio Meta, and in the Apure, between the two islands of Carrizales 
and Conserva. We found no vestiges of nails on the external sur- 
face or the edge of the fins, which are quite smooth ; but little ru- 
diments of nails appear at the third phalanx, when the skin of the 
fins is taken off. We dissected one of these animals, which was 
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nine feet long, at Carichana, a mission of the Oroonoko. The 
upper lip was four inches longer than the lower. It is covered 
with a very fine skin, and serves as a proboscis or probe to dis- 
tinguish surrounding objects. The inside of the mouth, which 
has a sensible warmth in an animal newly killed, presents a very 
singular conformation. The tongue is almost motionless; but 
before the tongue there is a fleshy excrescence in each jaw, and 
a concavity, lined with a very hard skin, into which the excrescence 
fits. The manatee eats such quantities of grass, that we have 
found it’s stomach, which is divided into several cavities, and it’s 
intestines, which are a hundred and eight feet long, alike filled 
with it. On opening the animal at the back, we were struck with 
the magnitude, form, and situation of it’s lungs. They have very 
large cells, and resemble immense swimming bladders. They 
are three feet long. Filled with air, they have a bulk of more than 
a thousand cubic inches. I was surprised to see, that, possessing 
such considerable receptacles for air, the manatee comes so often 
to the surface of the water to breathe. It’s flesh, which, from 
what prejudice I know not, is considered unwholesome and calen- 
turiosa, is very savoury. It appeared to me to resemble pork ra- 
ther than beef. It is most esteemed by the Guanoes and the Ot- 
tomacks ; and these two nations addict themselves particularly 
to the catching of the manatee. It’s flesh, salted and dried in the 
Sun, can be preserved a whole year; and, as the clergy regard 
this mammiferous animal as a fish, it is much sought for during 
Lent. The vital principal is singularly strong in the manatee ; it 
is tied after being harpooned, but is not killed till it has been ta- 
ken into the canoe. This is effected, when the animal is very 
large, in the middle of the river, by filling the canoe two-thirds 
with water, sliding it under the animal, and then bailing out the 
water by means of a calebash. This fishery is the easiest after 
great inundations, when the manatee has passed from the great 
rivers into the lakes and surrounding marshes, and the waters di- 
minish rapidly. At the period when the Jesuits governed the 
missions of tne lower Oroonoke, they assembled every year at 
Cabruta, below the mouth of the Apure, to have a grand fishing 
for manatees, with the Indians of their missions, at the foot of the 
mountain now called El Cafuchino. The fat of the animal, known 
by the name of marteca de manati, is used for lampsinthe churches ; 
and is also employed in preparing food. It has not the fetid smell! 
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of whale oil, or that of other cetaceous animals that spout water. 
The hide of the manatee, which is more than an inch and a half 
thick, is cut into slips, and serves, like thongs of ox leather, to 
supply the place of cordage in the Llanos. When immersed in 
water, it has the defect of undergoing an incipient degree of pu- 
trefaction. Whips are made of it in the Spanish colonies. Hence 
the words /atigo and manatiare synonimous. These whips of ma- 
natee leather are a cruel instrument of punishment for the unhap- 
py slaves, and even for the Indians of the missions, who, accord- 
ing to the laws, ought to be treated like free men. 

We passed the night opposite the island of Conserva. In skirt- 
ing the forest, we were struck at the view of an enormous trunk 
of a tree seventy feet high, and thickly set with branching thorns. 
It is called by the natives darba de tigre. It was perhaps a tree 
of the berberideous family. The Indians had kindled fires at the 
edge of the water. We again perceived, that their light attracted 
the crocodiles, and even the porpoises (toninas,) the noise of 
which interrupted our sleep, till the fire was extinguished. We 
had two persons on the watch this night; which I mention only 
because it serves to paint the savage character of these places. 
A female jaguar approached our station in taking her youig one 
to drink at the river. The Indians succeeded in chasing her away, 
but we heard for a long time the cries of the little jaguar, which 
mewed like a young cat. Soon after our great dog was bitten, 
or, as the Indians say, fricked at the point of the nose by some 
enormous bats, that hovered around our hammocks. They were 
furnished with a long tail, like the molosses: I believe however, 
that they were fhyllostomes, the tongue of which, furnished with 
papille, is an organ of suction, and is capable of being considera- 
bly elongated. The wound was very small and round. Though 
the dog uttered a plaintive cry, when he felt himself bitten, it was 
not trom pain, but because he was affrighted at the sight cf the 
bats, that came out from beneath our hammocks. These accidents 
are much more rare than is believed even in the country itse If. 
In the course of several years, notwithstanding we slept so often 
in the open air, in climates where vampires* and other analogous 
species are so common, we were never wounded. Besides, the 
puncture is no way dangerous, and in general causes so little pain, 


* Verspertilio spectrum. 
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that it often does not awaken the person, till after the bat has with- 
drawn. 

April the 4th. This was the last day we passed on the Rio 
Apure. The vegetation of it’s banks become more and more uni- 
form We had begun for some days past, particularly since we had 
left the mission of Arichuna, to suffer cruelly from the stings of 
insects, that covered our faces and hands. They were not mos- 
chettoes, which have the appearance of little flies, or of the genus 
simulium but zancudoes, which are real gnats, very different from 
our culex pipiens.* These tipulariz appear only after sunset. 
Their proboscis is so long, that, when they fix on the lower sur- 
face of a hammock, they pierce the hammock and the thickest gar- 
ments with their sting. 

We had intended to pass the night at the Vuelta del Palmito ; 
but the number of jaguars at this part of the Apure is so great, 
that our [Indians found two hidden behind the trunk of a locust- 
tree, at the moment when they were going to sling our hammocks. 
We were advised to re-embark, and take our station in the island 
of Apurito, near its junction with the Oroonoko. That portion 
of the island belongs to the province of Caraccas, while the right 
banks of the Apure and the Oroonoko make a part, one of the 
province of Varinas, the other of Spanish Guayana. We found 
no trees to which we could suspend our hammocks, and were 
obliged to sleep on ox hides spread on the ground. The boats 
are too narrow, and too full of zancudoes, to pass the night in them. 

In the place where we had landed our instruments, the banks 
being steep, we saw new proofs of what I have elsewhere called 
the indolence of the gallinaceous birds of the tropics. The curas- 
soas and cashew birdst have the habit of going down several times 
a day to the river to allay their thirst. They drink a great deal, 
and at short intervals. A great number of these birds had joined 
themselves near our station to a flock of parraka pheasants. They 
had great difficulty in climbing up the steep banks ; they attempt- 
ed it several times without using their wings. We drove them 
before us, as you would drive sheep. The zamuro vultures also 
raise themselves from the ground with great reluctance. 

I had a good observation after midnight of the meridian height 


* Mr. Latreille has discovered, that the moschettoes of South Carolina are 
of the genus simulium (attractocera meigen.) 


T The latter (crax pauxi) is less common than the former. 
VOL. XII. 20 
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of « in the Southern Cross. The latitude of the mouth of the 
Apure is 7° 36’ 23’', Father Gumilla fixes it at 5° 5’; D’Anville 
at 7° 3’; and Caulin at 7° 26. The longitude of the Boca of the 
Apure, calculated from the altitudes of the Sun, which I took on 
the 5th of April in the morning, is 69° 7’ 29'’, or 1° 12’ 41” east of 
the meridian of San Fernanco. 

April the 5th. We were singularly struck at the small quan- 
tity of water, which the Rio Apure furnishes at this season to the 
Oroonoko. The Apure, which, according to my measurements, 
was still one hundred and thirty-six toises broad at Cano Ricco, 
was only sixty or eighty at it’s mouth.* [t’s depth here was only 
three or four toises. It loses no doubt a part of it’s waters by the 
Rio Arichuna,and the Cano del Manati, two branches of the Apure, 
that flow into the Payara and the Guaricu; but it’s greatest loss 
appears to be caused by filtrations on the breach, of which we 
have spoken above. The velocity of the Apure near it’s mouth 
was Only 3-2 feet a second ; so that I could easily have calculated 
the whole quantity of the water, if I had taken by a series of proxi- 
mate soundings the whole dimensions of the tranverse section. 
The barometer, which at San Fernando, twenty-eight feet above 
the mean height of the Apure, bad kept, at half after nine in the 
morning, at 335-6 lines, was, at eleven in the morning, at the en- 
trance of the Apure into the Oroonoko, 357-3 lines.t In estimat- 
ing the total length, including the sinuosities,} at ninety-four miles, 
or eighty-nine thousand three hundred toises, and attending to 
the litte correction arising from the horary movement of the ba- 
rometer, we find a mean fall of thirteen inches (exactly 1-15 foot) 
in a mile of nine hundred and fifty toises. La Condamine and the 
learned Major Rennel suppose, that the mean fall of the Amazon 
and the Ganges dees not amuunt even to four or five inches in a 
mile .§ 

We touched several times on shoals before we entered the 
Oroonoko. The lands gained from the water are immense to- 
ward the confluence of the two rivers. We were obliged to be 


* Not quite so broad as the Seine at Pont Royal, opposite the palace of 
the Tuileries. 


7 The temperature of the air in these two places being 31-2° and 32:49, 


+ I estimated them at a quarter of the distance. 
§ Tuckey, Exped. to the Congo, 1818; Introduction, p. 17. 
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towed along by the bank. What a contrast between this state of 
the river, immediarely before the entrance of the rainy season, 
when all the effects of the dryness of the air and of evaporation 
have attained their mecximum, and that autumnal state, when the 
Apure, like an arm of the sea, covers the savannahs as far as the 
eye can reach! We discerned toward the South the lonely hills 
of Coruato; while to the East the granitic rocks of Curiquimay 
the sugarloaf of Caycara, and the mountains of the Tyrant* (Cer- 
ros dei Tiran.) began to rise on the horizon. It is not without 
emotion, that we behold for the first time, after long expectation, 
the waters of the Oroonoko, at a point so distant from the coast. 


a —— 





Art. XII]L—Captain Parry’e Journal.+ 


Tuts book, which has been so long expected, has at length 
made its appearance ; but it has been published so very late in the 
month, as to render it utterly impossible for us to present any 
thing more than a general analysis of its contents. Even this 
we should not have done, had not the subject been one of very uni- 
versal interest. As the public are aware of the leading objects of 
the expedition, we do not feel it necessary to insert the Admiralty 
orders under which the navigators sailed, and which Captain Par- 
ry has prefixed to his narrative. On the 10th ef June, 1819, the 
Hecia and Griper sailed from the Nore with a complement of 
ninety-four men, being the entire number included in the expedi- 
tion. After enduring the usual dangers from icebergs and « be- 
settings,” and all the various impediments usual in the North 
Seas, they entered Lancaster’s Sound, in high health and spirits, 
and without having undergone any casualty, on the Ist of August. 
They had passed innumerable capes, headlands,and promontories ; 
to all of which Captain Parry annexed some name, according to 
the custom of previous discoverers. At one or two islands some 
of the crew landed, where, however, they found nothing remarka- 
ble, except that in one, which they called Sr Byam Martin’s is}- 


* This name alludes no doubt to the expedition of Antonio Sedeno: thus 
the port of Caycara, opposite Cabruta, still bears the name of this Conguis- 
tador. 


+ Journal of a Voyage for the discovery of a North-west Passage from the 
Atlantic to the Pacific, performed in the Years 1819-20, in his Majesty’s Ships 
Hecla and Griper, under the orders of W. E. Parry, R.N. 4to. Murray, 1821. 
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and, there were the distinct remains of four Esquimaux habita- 
tions. On the 4th they had the satisfaction of penetrating so far 
westward within the Arctic circle, as to entitle theimse!ves to the 
reward of 5000/. allotted by Act of Parliament for the achieve- 
meut of that enterprise. In order to commemorate this success, 
a bluff head which they had just passed was called Bounty Cafe ; 
and Captain Parry, having assembled the crews after Divine ser- 
vice on the 5th, announced to them their good fortune, and order- 
ed an addition to their allowance forthe day. We may be per- 
mitted, here, to remark, en passant, that nothing could well have 
exceeded the attention to the minutest circumstances which re- 
garded his seamen, the inventive powers for the promotion of good 
humour, or the zeal and benevolence with which he puts his plans 
into execution, than was evinced by the commander of this expe- 
dition throughout the whole of the voyage. Shortly after this a 
fresh gale arising from the northward, and the ice continuing to 
oppose an impenetrable barrier to their further progress, they 
dropped anchor in a bay of Melville Island, which they named the 
Bay of the Hecla and Griper. Some of the crew landed on this 
island, where they collected in a day two thirds of a bushel of coals, 
being equal to the daily consumption of the Hecla ; and Mr. Dealy 
was fortunate enough to kill the first musk ox to which the sports- 
men could get near. It was at such a distance, however, from 
the ship, that they could not transport it thither; but a piece of the 
beef was brought as a sample, the taste of which appears to have 
been much more inviting than the perfume. The crews of both 
vessels suffered here the most scrious apprehensions for the safe- 
ty of Mr. Fife, and a party from the Griper, who had lost their 
way on the island, while deer hunting. The whole earth was one 
waste of white around them ; and the snow continued to fall so in- 
cessantly, that the various flag-stuffs which were set up as guides 
could not be discerned at a few yards’ distance. Just, however, 
as the sun was descending on the third day from their departure, 
a signal from the Griper announced the joyful intelligence, that 
they were descried on their return. The account which they gave 


was, that they had lost their way a few hours after their separa- 
tion from the ship, and had wandered about ever since. Atn ght 
they endeavoured to shelter themselves from the inclemency of 
the weather, by erecting little huts of stones and turf, and setting 
fire with gunpowder to the loose moss. Their food consisted of 
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raw grouse, of which fortunately they were able to obtain suffi- 
cient for their subsistence. They were much debilitated, and se- 
verely frust-bitten, both in the toes and fir gers ; and the night on 
which they returned proved so dreadfully inclement, that their 
exposure under it must have been certaindeath. In gratitude for 
this signal escape, they distinguised the western head land by the 
title of Cafe Providence. 

Captain Parry had been given the option ofthe Admiralty ofreturn- 
ing to England after he had minutely explored Lancaster’s Sound, or 
of wintering in the Arctic regions,as he thought proper. He prefer- 
red the latter ; and the increasing perils of the navigation, the unpro- 
mising appearance of the ice to the westward, together with the ad- 
vanced period of the season, admonished him that it was now high 
time tolook out for winterquarters. He determined to return to the 
Bay of the Hecia and Griper, as being the only one which he had 
observed as at all calculated for security. He proceeded, there- 
fore, on his return ; which was effected slowly, and with considera- 
ble difficulty, owing to the perpetual formation of the ice, which 
was never interrupted, although the waters were agitated by a 
hard gale. What was their mortification, on their arrival off Fife’s 
Harbour, to find tiat the whole bay was covered with one soiid 
sheet of ice, which had been formed since their previous visit !— 
jt became, however, absolutely necessury to secure themselves 
for the winter; and in doing this, the sailors displayed wonderful 
ingenuity and perseverance. The only way to preserve the ships 
was, by cutting a passage for them through the ice ; and to accom- 
plish this, they, in the face of snow storms, actually worked nine- 
teen hours during the first day ! Our readers may have some idea 
of the extent of this undertaking, when we inform them that the 
length of this canal was 4082 yards, and that the averege thick- 
ness ofthe ice was seven inches. At a quarter past three on the 
third day, they tracked the ships through this canal into winter 
quarters, an event which was commemorated by three hearty 
cheers. Here then they were to remain for at least eight months ; 
during three of which a glimpse of the sun would not be visible ; 
and it became immediately necessary to commence preparations 
for meeting this new and extraordinary situation. Nota moment 
was lost in the commencement of their operations. The masts 
were all dismantled, except the lower ones ; and a kind of housing 
was formed on deck by lashing the yards fore and aft amidships. 
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and supporting them by upright planks, over all of which, a thick 
wacding-tilt, such as usually covers waggons, was thrown by way 
of roof, and formed a comfortable shelter, at least from the snow 
and wind. The boats, spars, running sails, and rigging, were all 
removed to the land, in order to afford the crews room for exercis- 
ing on deck, whenever the inclemency of the weather prevented 
their going ashore. The next consideration was the preservation 
of the health of the crews during this trying period. The diffi- 
culty of keeping the bed-places dry, may be gathered from the 
fact of a crust of ice forming every night of more or less thickness, 
according to the temperature of the atmosphere, on the inner 
partition of all sides of the vessel. The steam arising from their 
brewiug was so annoying, that, valuable an anti-scorbutic as beer 
was, they were obliged to discontinue their brewery. The cold 
was cbviated by means of heated air-pipes ; and a strict attention 
to diet, except in one instaice, effectually counteracted the scurvy. 
The men were obliged to drink a certain proportion of lime-juice, 
sugar, and water, every day, in the presence of an officer. The 
allowance of bread was diminished to two thirds; anda pound of 
Donkin’s preserved meat, together with one pint of vegetable or 
concentrated soup, was substituted for one pound of salt beef 
weekly. Sour krout and pickles, with as much vinegar as could 
he used, were issued at regular intervals, The men were care- 
fully mustered every morning and evening, and a medical inspec- 
tion of them took place once a week. Captain Parry himself ex- 
amined the beds every day ; and when the crews could not exer- 
cise on shore, they were obliged to run on deck for several hours, 
keeping time to some merry tune. The consequence of these very 
judicious arrangements was, that only one instance of mortality 
occurred during the entire expedition ; and that was hastened, if 
not altogether created, by predisposing causes. Placed in this 
novel and awful situation, Captain Parry proposed the erection of 
a theatre on deck, and that performances should take place duiing 
the winter—a proposition which was gratefully acceded to ; and 
accordingly, on the 5th of November, sailors, officers, and com- 
mander, all appeared in Miss in her Teens, to the great satisfac- 
tion, as the play-bills would express it, of a crowded and delight- 
ed audience. A weekly newspaper, called the North Georgia 
Gazette, was also actually composed and printed on board, the of- 
ficers becoming voluntary contributors, and Captain Sabine acting 
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as Fditor. We are alittle jealous that it was not a Magazine ; 
but it must be confessed, that the establishment of a newspaper 
was a tempting speculation, where there was neither a stamp of- 
fice, nor an Attorney-General. 

The effects of the cold were most distressing : the least expos- 
ure of the hand in the open air, caus«d such severe frost-bites, that 
amputation became sometimes unavoidable, and the skin gereral- 
ly adhered to ary metallic substance with which it came in con- 
tact! In one ortwoinstances, persons labouring under the conse- 
quences of severe coldseemedtohave hadtheir minds, as well as 
their persons torpified; they looked wild, spoke thick, and inar- 
ticulately ; and, when recovering, exhibited all the symptoms of 
complete intoxication; so much so, indeed, that Captain Parry 
could not have credited that they were sober, if he had net perfect 
demonstration that they bad taken nothing stronger than snow wa- 
ter. Onthe 4th of November, the sun bade them farewell, and 
did not appear again above their horizon, till the 8th of February, 
an interval of ninety-six days! The North Georgia Gazette, 
which is now in the London press, the theatre once a fortnight, 
the Aurora Borealis at times, and the howling of wolves, trapping 
of white foxes, and tracing of wild deer, were their principal oc- 
cupations. We find that there were not only political, but dra- 
matic authors on board ; fora play was actually written on board the 
Hecla, and played, with the thermometer below Zcro, on the siage. 
The piece had decided success ; though we apprehend there was 
not much clapping of hanus during its performance. The wearing 
of leather on the feet even caused such frost-bites, that the Cap- 
tain was obliged to substitute a kind of canvass boot, lined with 
woollen. During their refuge in winter quarters, they formed a 
number of hunting parties, and obtained by that means, not only 
some amusement, but a considerable supply of fresh provisions.-~ 
The following is a list ot the game killed on the shores of Melville 
Island for the use of the expedition, during a period of twelve 
months: Three musk oxen, twenty-four deer, sixty-eight hares, 
fifty-three geese, fifty-nine ducks, 144 ptarmigans, making a sum 
total of 3,766 lb of fresh meat. Captain Parry, also, by artificial 
means, contrived to grow some small sallads on board the vessel ; 
but his seeds all perished in the soil to which veget tion seems ta 
have. sworn eternal hostility. By the bye, it is very plain that our 
gallant author has hunted after game much more by sea than land, 
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from the circumstance of his always calling a fack of grouse, a 
covey. 

It is very remarkable, that some of their dogs formed a very 
close, and even tender acquaintance, with the woives on Melville 
Island, so much so, as to stay away for days and nights from the 
ship, and only one was lost ; but whether he wasa voluntary exile, 
or whether he was devoured by the male wolves, remains a prob- 
lem: the latter, we fear, was the case, from the circumstance of 
one of the captait.’s own favourites returning, after a long visit, se- 
verely lacerated: Some of the animals in these regions appear, 
indeed, to have been remarkably tame ; and there is a very enter- 
taining account given by Captain Parry, of his forming an ac- 
quaintance with a rein-deer, in his excursion across Melville isl- 
and. Captain S.bine and he, having been considerably a-head of 
the rest of the party, sat down to wait for them, when a fine deer 
came up, and began to gambol round them, at a distance of thirty 
yards. They had no gun; and at all events considered that hostili- 
ty would have been but a bad return for the confidence reposed in 
them. When the rest of the party appeared, the deer ran to pay 
them a visit; but they being less scrupulous, fired two shots at 
him without effect, when he returned again to Captain Parry even 
nearer than before, accompanying him, and trotting round him like 
a dog, until the rest of the party came up; upon which, with much 
zood sense, he disappeared. 

Weare sorry we have not room to detail Captain Parry’s ac- 
count of his tour through Melville Island, which possesses con- 
sidcrableinterest. They collected some specimens uf mineralogy ; 
and, amongst others, a piece of fossil wood ;—saw abundance of 
sorrel and saxifrage ; and in many places, a great deal of grass and 
poppies. The whole island bore evident marks of being frequent- 
ed much by game; and, from the marks in several places, seemed 
to abound in musk oxen, deer, hares, foxes, grouse, plover, geese, 
and ptarmigan. ‘The wolves appear to prey upon the foxes; and 
a beautiful little white one, which was caught in a trap near tne 
Hecla, showed evident symptoms of alarm when it heard their 
howl. The month of July turning out very favourable, the ice be- 
gan gradually to disappear; and onthe Ist of August, the ships 
took their departure from Winter Harbour, where they had lain 
for very near twelve months. Even after leaving this, they were 
terribly impeded by the ice; and the Captain called a council of 
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the officers, to have their advice upon his future operations. They 
all agreed that it would be most wise to run a little along the edge 
of the ice to the eastward, in the hope of finding an opening to 
lead tothe American continent ; and, if this should fail, that then 
they should, after a reasonable time spent in the search, return to 
England. This return was rendered doubly necessary, as the 
exhaustion of their principal antiscorbutic, and the diminution of 
their fuel, made the delay of another winter a dangerous experic 
ment. They determined, however, in the first instance, to penc- 
trate still farther southward from their present position ; so as, if 
possible, to bring the accomplishment of the passage through 
Behring’s Strait, within the scope of their remaining resources. 

Pursuing this direction, they made land, which they had no 
doubt had been, at no great distance of time, visited by the Esqui- 
maux ; and, ina few days after, they were agreeably surprised by 
encountering a whaler. Some idea may be formed of the ice- 
bergs in these seas, from the account which Captain Parry gives 
of two which he passed by on Sunday, the 3d cf September, and 
which he estimates at the height of from 150 to 200 feet above 
the surface of the water! On the morning of the 5th, they also 
met another whaler, which proved to be the Lee, of Hull, Mr. 
Williamson, master, who reporied that he had seen some Esqui- 
inaux a few days before, in the inlet which had been, in 1818, na- 
med the river Clyde, and which was then only a little to the south- 
ward of them. As Captain Parry thought it probable that these 
people had never before been visited by Europeans, and as it 
might be of consequence to examine the inlet, he determined to 
stand in to the land. While they were making the best of their 
way to the islands, it is curious enough that they met the identi- 
cal iceberg which had been measured in 1818, and which was then 
ascertained to be two milesinlength! It was aground in precise- 
ly the same spot as before. At six in the evening, being near the 
cutermost of a groupe of islands, with which they afterwards 
found this inlet to be studded, they observed four canoes paddling 
towards the ship. The Esquimaux advanced boldly up, and had 
their canoes taken on board by their own desire. They approach- 
ed amid the loud vociferations of their inmates, who were found 
to be anold man much above sixty years of age, and three youn- 
ger ones from nineteen to thirty. On receiving a few presents, 


they began making a number of ejaculations, which they continued 
VoL, x1. 21 
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till they were hoarse, accompanying their noise by a jumping ges- 
ture, which was more or less violent, according to the powers of 
the jumper. They went down into the cabin; and the old gen- 
tleman was persuaded 0 sit for his ficture to Lieutenant Beechey, 
which he did very quietly for more than an hour; but after that, 
it seems to have required all the pantomine rhetoric which Cap- 
tain Parry was possessed of, to keep him in his position. How- 
ever, the old gentleman turned out to be a wag, and mimicked 
the gestures of the gallant navigator, with such humour, as to 
create considerable diversion amongst the bye-standers. His pa- 
tience, however, was pul to a very severe test, as a barter for 
commoditics was going on between the crew and his companions, 
very near him, ali the time he was sitting. They seemed to have 
a very good notion of making a bargain ; and their manner of con- 
cluding it was by licking the article purchased twice all over ; 
after which ceremony, it was considered to be final. There are 
some things, we imagine, with reference to which this mode of 
coi summation would not be very agreeable. The canoes were 
found to move much faster in the water, when there was no sea, 
than the ship’s boat, but only one person could sit in each. Those 
people seem to have very strict notions of honesty, and they show- 
ed every disposition to do the crews any service in their power. 
They acquired very quickly several words of English, which they 
were fond of repeating; and, in their gestures and vociferations, 
evinced a strong inclination to humour. Captain Parry tells us, 
quite in the spirit of our delectable old friend, Jamie Boswell, that 
when these people looked through a telescope, or a kaleidoscope, 
some of them shut the right eye, and some of them the left. We 
hope this was carefully noted among the discoveries in the log 
book. 

The Captain afterwards landed on the main land, and visited 
two of the Esquimaux tents, where they were received by men, 
women, and children, with a general, but welcoming vociferation. 
They exchanged several articles with the crew, and were very 
strict in their dealings. In order to prove their honesty, Captain 
Parry relates that he had sold an axe to an old woman, for a dog, 
and had given her the axe in advance ; the dogs were exceedingly 
shy, and she might easily have evaded the performance of her con- 
tract; but she immediately set off with a kind of thong noose, 
which they are obliged to use for the purpose, and soon presented 
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the purchaser with one of the finest in the country. There isa 
minute description of these people, which serves to fill up a few 
pages ; but they appear, both in person and habitation, not to dif- 
fer from the general class of Esquimaux. They seem, indeed, 
not to be very delicate in their appetites ; for both old and young, 
when a bird was given them, swallowed it feathers and ali, in the 
most ravenous manner. This delicate propensity seems to be 
fully participated by the four-legged companions ; for it seems the 
dog which Captain Parry purchased from the old lady, after hav- 
ing been regularly fed, immediately, and without scruple, swal- 
lowed a large piece of canvass, a cotton handkerchief which had 
been just washed, and part of a check shirt. We are of opinion, 
that the old lady was very right to part with him. It certainly 
showed a due regard for her seal-skin wardrube. The puppies. 
would at any time, if permitted, kill themselves by over eating ; 
and it is curious enough, that in the different bargains, the chil- 
dren, invariably, and without any question, exercised a right over 
the young dogs. The behaviour, however, of these simple peo- 
ple, impressed the navigators with a high respect for them ; and 
they never evinced, in all their intercourse, the least disposition 
to purloin any thing. The crews made them some trifling pre- 
sents, for which they were very grateful, and they watched the 
departure of the vessels in sorrowful silence. 

On the 26th of September, the ice appeared to be so packed 
towards the westward, as to preclude all posibility of any farther 
progress, or indeed of even minutely examining the coast, there 
being then twelve hours of darkness. Under these circumstan- 
ces, any farther attempt was considered useless ; and the ships 
steered their course for England, in their passage to which they 
experienced very stormy weather. During this expedition, per- 
haps, the most interesting phenomenon, which the navigators re- 
marked, was the effect which the approach to the North Pole ob- 
viously had upon the needle. 

From the time of their entering Lancaster’s sound, the slug- 
gisiiness of the compasses, and their great irregularity, became 
apparent ; and, at last, the directive power of the needle became 
gy weak, as to be completely overcome by the attraction of the 
ship. In a few days, the binnacles were removed, as useless 
lumber, from the deck to the carpenter’s store room; and the 
true courses, and direction of the wind, were in future noted in 
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the log book, as obtained to the nearest quarter point, when the 
sun was visible, by the azimuth of that object, and the apparent 
time. With respect to the main object of the expedition, Cap- 
tain Parry seems to entertain very sanguine expectations. In ad- 
dition to the discoveries which have been already made by uim- 
self, to those of Cook and Mackenzie, and on an inspection of the 
map, he thinks it almost a certainty that a north-west passage in- 
to the Pacific will be finally accomplished, and that the outlet will 
be found at Behring’s Strait. But this he considers altogether 
impracticable for British ships, in consequence of the length of 
the voyage which must first be performed, in order to arrive at 
the point where the work isto be begun. Upon the whole, there- 
fore, he considers that any expedition equipped by England with 
this view, would act with greater advantage by at once employ- 
ing its best energies in the attempt to penetrate from the eastern 
coast of America, along its northern shore. Whatever may be the 
ultimate fate of these attempts, and whatever may be the ultimate 
result of these discoveries, which may, perhaps, add something 
to the science and the fame of our country, but which will, we fear, 
prove of but little practical utility, taken in a commercial point of 
view ; still there certainly can be but one opinion as to the zeal 
and capabilities of Captain Parry. He seems to have performed 
the duties entailed on him by the Admiralty, not only with the 
skill of an able seaman, but to have much recommended his per- 
formance of them by the good humour and humanity which mark- 
ed his conduct in the most trying situations. Perhaps the loss of 
the sun, and the inutility of the needle, and the frost bites in Win- 
ter Harbour, will not give the land reader half so distinct an idea 
of the perils to which such seas expose the navigator, as a single 
glance at some of the plates which are given inthis volume. The 
situation of the ships at times must have been tremendous; and 
nothing can have been more awtiul than to behold sea and shore, 
hill and valley, in short, nature herself, under the aspect of one 
continued iceberg—no sound to break upon the silence, but the 
explosions of the ice, or the howling of the wolves ; and no living 
thing to meet the eye, except some ravenous and haif-famished 
animal. 

The embellishments of the work are very well executed; and 
the narrative is clear, consecutive, and simple. Our limits, and 
the late time at which we received this volume, will not allow us 
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to give more than what we are aware is, and necessarily must be, 
a very hurried sketch, but we hope we have said enough to direct 
the reader to the original fountain. The gallant navigator is 
again securely cased in icebergs, from the shafts of criticism— 
we sincerely wish him a good voyage, a happy termination— 
smiles and welcome from the Esquimaux Venus, and all the re- 
wards and honours of the board of Admiralty. 








ArT xiv.—A Selection of Irish Melodies. By Thomas Moore. 


Tue eighth, and, we fear, the last number of the Irish Melodies, 
by the union of whose music to his beautiful verse, Mr. Moore 
has laid his country under such infinite obligations, has just issued 
from the press. When, in a former portion of the work, the poet 
bade * farewell to his harp,” with all respect for him, we doubt- 
ed his sincerity. ‘ At lover’s perjuries they say Jove laughs.” 
—At poet’s lapses, then, why should mortals be too serious? In 
this case it is impossible, because the delinquent has the double 
justification of love and poetry. However, there is prefixed to 
this number a general and final dedication of the entire work to 
the nobility and gentry of Ireland, which really looks as if it was 
brought to its termination in good earnest. Why this should be 
so, itis not for us tosay. The poet is still, and long may he con- 
tinue so, in full possession of his fine faculties ; and the wild moun- 
tains and valleys of his country are still rich in most melodious 
airs, which have escaped the accompaniments of Mr. Bishop. 
Whether, however, this is to be the last sound of the Irish harp, 
or whether it will produce another dulcet echo, its music has cer- 
tainly established, for Ireland, a high name in vocal science, and 
the verse to which it has been “ married” places its author 
amongst the very first lyric peets of any age or nation—even by 
the side of Horace and Anacreon. Beautiful as are many parts 
of his Lalla Kookh, and exquisite as we admit many of his epistles 
from America to be, it is to his songs that Moore must trust for 
immortality, and immortal he must be as long as English ladies can 
love, or Irish gentleman can drink, which, we take it, is as much 
of immortality as any modern bard can consider himself equitably 
entitled to. The lyrist has, indeed, in this respect, a great advan- 
tage over the -rotherhood of Parnassus. The heart of every one 
takes its season of benevolence, and grows tired of satire—the 
mind will not for ever chill itself within the shade of ethics, and 
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neither heart nor mind can sustain eternally the horrors or the 
heights of the epic aspirant. But the lyrist strays carelessly along 
the verges of the mountain.—The echoes which he awakens, if not 
joud, are sweet ; and the chords with which he produces them are 
heart-strings. He identifies himself with the passions of youth 
—he associates himself with the pleasures of manhood—he sighs 
melodious comfort in the bower—he sings most mirthful logic 
over the battle,—he resounds and sweetens the music of the chase; 
and whether with young or old—in bowers, or copses, or banquets 
—sighing with lovers, or carousing with Bachanals, he entangles 
himself with the richest threads of our existence—he is determin- 
ed, at all events, to have a garland; and, when the season of the 
flowers is past, he jovially awaits its return, c!ustering his brows 
with the fruitage.of the vineyard. In this last department, indeed, 
Moore has one living rival in the patriarch person of Captain Mor- 
ris; but he has only one—there is no one else similis aut secun- 
dus. It is no disparagement to any one to admit Morris to a con- 
vivial competition. Bacchus in his wildest, merriest, and most 
classical moods, has not a more inspired idolater than the veteran 
laureate of the vintage—the snows of eighty winters have not wi- 
thered a leaf of his laurels, and even Mont Blanc’s “ diadem”’ 
might melt in the sunshine of his perennial imagination. ‘ That 
time flies fast, the poet sings,’ and * That I think’s a reason fair 
to fill my glass again,’ will remain the standard justifications of 
every reveler who can blend wine, and wit, and music together, 
as long as the ivied god retains a single votary to hiccough over 
his orgies. Of course when we speak of the songs of Captain Mor- 
ris, we speak only of those which he composed dcfore the second 
bott/e,—-ot those which age may hear withouta blush, and to which 
youth may listen without any fear of the consequences. As the 
lyrist of love, however, Moore stands alone and unrivalled. An- 
acreon might rise from his grave to hear him, and Lalage herself, 
whether “dulce ridens,” or “ dulce loquens,” might forget for 
him, for a moment, even the nightingale of Italy. 

Of the songs contained in the present number, the one compos- 
ed in memory of Mr. Grattan is the most elaborate, if not the hap- 
piest. But it is scarcely fair to consider it altogether as a song, be- 
cause a note informs us that only the first two verses are intended 
to besung. It isapoem,which the heartaided the head in dictating, 
and its subject well deserves the celebration. The first patriot of 
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any country is worth the commemoration of its first poet. In this 
beautiful and spirited production there is much of bistory~—the 
leading points, both of Mr. Grattan’s public and private character, 
are touched with the fidelity of an analist. The utier darkness in 
which he found his country—the glorious splendour which he 
flashed on it—the memorable epoch of 1782, when he obtained a 
free trade, a free constitution, and a final judicature—the rewards 
given him by an attesting parliament—the sweet simplicity of his 
domestic life, and the noble equanimity which he preserved, alike 
amid the shade or the sunshine of populer versatility, are finely 
and judiciously illustrated. This monument, ferennius ere, erect- 
ed by the hands of friendship, patriotism, and genius, is more than 
an equivalent to the children of Grattan, for the heartless ingrati- 
tude with which his memory has been treated. Alas, in Ireland 
there is little hope, that even Hamlet’s span of. commemoration 
will be permitted to “ a great man.” Athens was remarkable, and 
has become branded to all posterity, for the denunciation of the 
“ bravest, the wisest, and the best” of her citizens; but Athens 
was civilized, and refinement too often polishes away the most 
substantial virtues of a national character.— What excuse, how- 
ever, can the catholics of Ireland plead for having once, with sa- 
vage ferocity, attempted the life of her Aristides ! for having, be- 
fore his ashes were cold, preferred to his candidate son, a man 
“ without a name ;” and for not even raising one poor stone in his 
honour, who rescued her from being a proverb and a bye-word 
among the nations! The same excuse will serve her for permit- 
ting the bones of Curran to rot unhonoured and forgotten in the 
yaults of Paddington. The following is the heart-touching effort 
by which Moore has exonerated himself from the genera! oppro- 
brium. It is set to a mournful but spirited air, called Macfarlane’e 
Lamentation. 
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Shall the harp then be silent, when he, who first gave 
To our country a name, is withdrawn from all eves? 

Shall a minstrel of Erin stand mute by the grave, 
Where the first—where the last of her patriots lies? 


No—faint though the death-song may fall from his lips, 
‘Though his harp, like his soul, may with shadows be crost, 
Yet, yet shail it sound, ’mid a nation’s eclipse, 
And proclaim to the world what a star hath been lost! 
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What a union of all the «ffections and powers, 
By which hfe is exalted, embellish’d, refin’d, 

Was embraced in that spirit—whose centre was ours, 
While its mighty circumference circled mankind. 


Oh, who that loves Erin—or who that can see 

Through the waste of her annals, that epoch sublime—~— 
Like a pyramid, rais’d in the desert—where he 

And his glory stand out to the eyes of all time '— 


That one lucid interval, snatch’d from the gloom 
And the madness of ages, when, fill’d with his soul, 

A nation o’erleap’d the dark beunds of her doom, 
And, for one sacred instant, touch’d liberty’s goal! 


Who, that ever hath heard him—hath drank at the source 
Of that wonderful eloquence, all Erin’s own, 

In whose high-thoughted daring, the fire, and the force, 
And the yet untam’d spring of her spirit are shown— 


An eloquence, rich—wheresoever its wave 
Wander’d freé and triumphant—with thoughts that shone through, 
As clear as the brook’s “ stone of lustre,” and gave, 
With the flash of the gem, its solidity too. 
Who, that ever approach’d him, when, free from the crowd, 
In a home full of love, he delighted to tread 
*Mong the trees which a nation had giv’n, and which bow’d, 
As if each brought a new civic crown for his heaad— 


That home, where—like him who, as fable hath told, 

Put the rays from his brow, that his child might come near— 
Every glory forgot, the most wise of the old 

Became all that the simplest and youngest hold dear. 


Is there one, who hath thus, through his orbit of life, 

But at distance observ’d him—through glory, through blame, 
In the calm of retreat, in the grandeur of strife, 

Whether shining or clouded, still high and the same— 


Such a union of all that enriches life’s hour, 

Of the sweetnes we love and the greatuess we praise, 
As that type of simplicity blended with power, 

A child with a thunderbolt only portrays.— 


Oh no—not a heart, that e’er knew him, but mourns, 
Deep, deep o’er the grave where such glory is shrin’d— 
O’er a monument Fame will preserve, ’mong the urns 
Of the wisest, the bravest, the best of mankind ! 


The following extract is from another and a very different kind 
of song set to one of Ireland’s merriest planxties, and composed 
in honour of her far famed Potsheen Whiskey, which we are told 
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once superseded even the “ divine marasquino” on the lips of roy- 
alty. The second verse cannot well be understood by the English 
reader without some little explanation. The unfortunate Irish 
peasant who cannot well pay the exorbitant rent of an absentee 
landiord, and is quivering under the fangs of the “ middle man,” 
or agent, betakes himself to the loftiest and most unfrequented 
mountains, where he manufactures the magic beverage, by the 
smuggled sale ef which, he hopes to disencumber himselt. His 
small uncouth rustic still, and the green turf, which he is obliged 
to use in the process, gives it the smoke flavour, which is alluded 
to in the second stanza. This manufacture has been made “ un- 
lawful” by act of parliament, and the penalty is a fine and nine 
months’ imprisonment. The peasantry have an utter abhorrence 
of the licensed whiskey, which in their vocabulary is termed, “ THE 
PARLIAMENT.” 

Their excuses, sometimes, when detected and arraigned, are 
most amusing. The writer of this once saw one of them put upon 
his trial, which he had contrived to evade at the previous assizes, 
under pretence of the indisposition of a witness ; the real cause 
was his fear of the then going judgeof assize. To his great discom- 
fiture, however, the same judge chose the ensuing circuit. When 
arraigned, Baron M‘Clelland addressed him—* Well, my lad. I 
remember you, what have you got to say for yourself this time ?” 
“In troth, little enough, my lord, for you Xi/t my witness !”—Z kill 
your witness, fellow—what do you mean?” “ No offince at all 
my lord, but sorrow a word of lie there’s in it—we were all so 
flusirated at the last assizes, that my poor Paddy would’nt touch 
a drop ever since, except the farfiament, and it finished him fairly 
—my lord, you know well it’d pison the devil.”” Appeals of this 
sort are by no means unfrequent. The following are the two last 
stanzas of the Irish “ John Barley Corn :’— 

Never was philter form’d with such power 
Yo charm and bewilder as this we are quaffing ; 
Its magic began when, in autumn’s rich hour, 
Asa harvest of gold in the fields it stood laughing. 
There, having, by nature’s enchantment, been fill’d 
With the balm and the bloom of her kindliest weather, 
This wonderful juice from its core was distili’d, 
Toenliven such hearts as are here brought together ! 
Then drink of the cup—you’ll find there’s a spell in 
Itsevery drop ’gainst the ills of mortality— 
VOL. XII. 22 
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Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 
Her.cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 


‘And though, perhaps—but breathe it to no one— 
Like caldrous the witch brews at midnight so awful, 
In secret this philter was first taught to flow on, 
Yet—’tisn’t less potent for being unlawful. 
What, though it may taste of the smoke of that flame, 
Which in silence extracted its virtue forbidden— 
Fill up—there’s a fire in some hearts I could name, 
W hich may work too its charm, though now lawless and hidden. 
So drink of the cup—for oh there’s a spell in 
Itsevery drop ’gainst the ills of mortality— 
‘Talk of the cordial, that sparkled for Helen, 
Her cup was a fiction, but this 1s reality. 


We are not fond of accusing poets, and particularly such poets 
as Mr. Moore, of any thing like plagiarism. He is ton orignal to 
become an imitator of any one—too rich in his own stores to draw 
upon the coffers of another,—but there certainly is a singular, 
and rather suspicious coincidence in one of the songs of this num- 
ber, and the lines which we annex, and which are selected froma 


pretty, and rather unjustly neglected poem, published by Murray 
in 1813. 


Ne’er ask the hour—what is it to us 
How time deals out his treasures ? 
The golden moments, lent us thus, 
Are not Ais coin, but Pleasure’s. 
If counting them over could add to their blisses, 
I’d number each glorious second ; 
But moments of joy are like Lesbia’s kisses, 
Too quick and sweet to be reckon’d. 
Then fill the cup—what is it to us 
How time his circle measures ? 
The fairy hours we call up thus, 
Obey no wand but Pleasure’s ! 


Young Joy ne’er thought of counting hours, 
Till Care, one summer’s morning, 

Set up, among his smiling flowers, 
A dial, by way of warning. 


The parallel lines to which we allude are these : 


Fronting the ocean, but beyond the ken 
Of public view and sounds of murm/’ring men, 
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Of unhewn roots composed, and knarled wood, 
A small and rustic oratory stood— 

Two mossy pines, high bending, interwove 
Thcir aged and fantastic arms above. 

Tn front, amid the gay, surrounding flowers, 

A dial counted the departing hours, 

On which the sweetest lignt of summer shone—~ 
A rude and brief inscription mark’d the stone— 


To count, with passing shade, the hours, 

I plac’d the dial ’mid the flowers ; 

That one by one, came forth and died, 

Blooming and withering by its side. 

Mortal, let the sight impart 
Its pensive moral to thy heart. 


The coincidence cannot fail to strike the reader; it may, how- 
ever, certainly be altogether accidental. The name of the poem 
is “ The Missionary.”’—There are a number of other very beauti- 
ful poems, which our limits wili not allow us to select. The poem 
called the “ Parallel’’ is extremely touching, and quite characte- 
ristic of the author. In taking our leave of this volume, which 
we recommend to all who have “ music in their souls,” we cannot 
conclude better than by noticing the great simplicity and beauty 
of the air to which the words, “ Oh banquet not,” are set, and by 
quoting ihe following fine hymn, which we wish the Neapolitans 
could have heard in their ranks, before they relinquished the last 
hope of freedom for the land of song. 


Oh, the sight entrancing, 
When morning’s beam is glancing 
O’er files, array’d 
Wit! helm and blade, 
And plumes, in the gay wind dancing! 
When hearts are all high beating, 
And the trumpet’s voice repeating 
That song, whose breath 
May lead to death, 
But never toretreating ! 
Oh the sight entrancing, 
When morning’s beam is glancing 
O’er files, array’d 
With helm and blade, 
And plumes, in the gay wind dancing ' 
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Yet, ’tis not helm or feather— 
For ask yon despot, whether 
His plumed bands 
Could bring such hands 
And hearts as ours together, 
Leave pomps to those who need ’em— 
Adorn but man with freedom, 
And proud he braves 
The gaudiest slaves, 
That crawl, where monarchs lead ’em. 
The sword may pierce the beaver, 
Stone walls in time may sever, 
Tis heart alone, 
Worth steel and stone, 
That keeps men free for ever! 
Oh that sight entrancing, 
When the morning’s beam is glancing 
O’er files array ‘d 
With helm and blade, 
And in Freedom’s cause advancing! 





Art. XV.—Legal Lyrics. 


From the London Magazine. 





Numerisque fertur 
Lege solutis. Horace, O. 2, lib. iv. 


Mr. Epvrror,—One of our modern philosophers has asserted 
that poetry pervades the whole system of nature, and that every 
inhabitant of the earth (I know not whether the observation ex- 
tends to the other planets) is born a poet. I am perfectly satisfied 
with his reasoning and his proofs; (as who can be otherwise ?) 
although I am aware that the expression which we were formerly 
accustomed to quote as the result of philosophical speculation,— 
‘¢ poeta nascitur, non fit,” now becomes a mere truism. But I 
do not consider this nearly so material as the almost universal 
ignorance that exists among the bulk of mankind, of the powers 
with which they are endowed,—powers, the exercise of which 
would add so much to the happiness and enjoyment of themselves 
and their felluw-foets (1 was going to say—creatures )—but which 
are suffered to sleep, and lie useless in deray. It is true, that, 
notwithstanding this ignorance, almost all ciasses of society are 
daily giving involuntary proofs of their poetical capabilities. In 
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travellers, and dealers in general, we invariably perceive the de- 
velopement of the fiction of poetry; in the daily—and indeed 
nightly—cries of London, we hear its music ;—in the trades of 
shoemakers and hosiers, we find its measurement of feet ;—in the 
accidents of children, and in the performance of pantomimic ac- 
tors, we may recognize its cadence 


With a dying, dying fal,— 


and even in the miscalled vulgarity of swearers, we discover the | 
germs of sublime invocation. 

The class of society which seems to be most unaware of its 
poetical temperament, is the profession ofthe law. Although 
their study has been charged by some with a very intimate con- 
nection with one of the principal constituents of poetry—fiction ; 
—it is apparently of that dry and systematic kind, that few have 
recognized its relationship to poetry itself. It would, indeed, be 
dificult to appropriate it to any particular class of poetry. It 
cannot be called strictly didactic, for where shall we find its mo- 
rality ?’—nor descriptive, for who can understand it !—nor hAumor- 
ous, at least suitors deny that——-nor fathetic, unless we look at its 
consequences. It has a touch perhaps of the fastoral, in settle- 
ment cases; and of the dramatic in the uncertainty of its issues. 
Its dudiness, it is said, has nothing analogous to poetic genius, 
whatever it may have to some of its frofessors. 

I, Mr. Editor, have the honour to belong to this profession, 
which I have long considered as scandalized by these depreciating 
insinuations; and, in order to prove their falsity, and to redeem 
the poetical character of my brethren, I have lately resolved to 
reduce all its technicalities into metre, and-at all events to hold 
my legal correspondence in measured lines. If possible, I intend 
to introduce the practice of charging by stanzas, instead of by 
folio, being convinced, with the Newcastle Apothecary, who seems 
to have adopted the same means to obviate a similar objection— 
that as my clients must have the requisite quantity, which they 
too often consider to be without reason,— 

It is but fair to add a little rhime. 


As it must be allowed to be of great importance to teach man- 
kind themselves, and to point out to them the talents, the instincts, 
and, I may say, the properties, they possess,—-I conceive, Sir, that 
in thus endeavouring to sweeten the bitterness of law, to smooth 
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down its excrescences, and to render more musical its expres- 
sions,—in short, to show that there ie poetry in its practice,—I 
have deserved the thanks of my countrymen, and of my profes- 
sional brethren in particular ;— for I have thus not only made the 
study of it more palatable to our pupils, but its practice also more 
attractive to our clients. 

The following is a slight specimen of my new mode, ina letter 
which I lately sent to an opposing brother, with whom, however, 
I am on familiar terms, giving him notice of my intention to file 
a demurrer to some of bis proceedings. I generally adapt my 
letters to some favorite tune, and the last which happened to be 
in my head was that to which Moore has written the beautiful 
words, beginning with “ Of think not my sfirits are always ae 
light.” 

AIR—“ JOHN O‘REILLY THE ACTIVE.” 


Ou! think not your pleadings are really so sly, 

And as free from a flaw as they seem to you now ; 
For, believe, a demurrer will certainly lie,— 

The return of to-morrow will quickly show how : 
No, all is a waste of impertinent reading, 

Which seldom produces but quibbles and broils ; 
And the lawyer, who thinks he’s the nicest in pleading, 

is likeliest far to be caught in its toils. 
But, brother attorney ! how happy are we! 

May we never meet worse in our practice of law, 
Than the flaw a demurrer can gild with a fee, 

And the fee that a conscience can earn from a flaw! 


Yet our doors would not often be dark, on my soul’ 
If Equity did not to Law lend its aid: 
And I care not how soon | am struck off the roll, 
When I for these blessings shall cease to be paid! 
But they who have fought for the weakest or strongest, 
Too often have wept o’er the credit they gave ; 
Even he, who has slumber’d in Chancery longest, 
Is happy if always his costs he can save. 
But, my brother iz daw / while a quarrelling germ 
Is in man or in woman, this pray’r shall be ours, 
That actions-at-law may employ ev’ry term, 
And equity-suijts cheer vacational hours! 
Yours devotedly, 
Onk, &c. 


Femple, April 1, 1821. 
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Art. XVI.— Major Schill. 


In the year 1813 I made a tour of a considerable portion of the 
north of Germany. From the Elbe tothe Isle of Rugen my route 
lay through the country which had been the principal scene of 
the celebrated Schill’s operations. The peasantry were full of 
the recollection, and when they were not afraid of finding a SPY, 
or smarting under a recent visit from the French, they were 
boundless in their histories of the miraculous atchievements of 
“the Brandenburgh Hussar.’’—those narratives had gradually 
grown romantic, little as romance was to be expected from a boor 
on the edge of the Baltic. But the valour and eccentricity of 
Schill’s attempt, his bold progress, and his death in the midst of 
fire and steel, would have made a subject for the exaggerations 
and melancholy of romance in any age. 

A thousand years ago a German bard would have seen his spir- 
it drinking in the halls of Odin, out of a Gaelish skull, and lis- 
tening tothe harps of the blue-eyed maids of Valhalla, bending 
around him with their sweet voices, and their golden hair. Ar- 
minius might have been no more than such a daring vindicator of 
his country; and, but for his narrower means, and more sudden 
extinction, Schill might have earned from some future Tacitus 
the fine and touching panegyric, “ Liberator haud dubié Germa- 
niz, et qui non primordia populi Romani, sicut alii reges duces- 
que, sed florentissimum imperium lacesserit ; preeilis ambiguus, 
bello non victus, septem et triginta annos vite explevit. Canitur 
adhuc barbaras apud gentes, Grecorum annalibus ignotas, qui 
sua tantum mirantur, Romanis haud perinde celebris, dum vetera 
extollimus, recentium incuriosi.” Schill was thirty-six, but a 
year younger than Arminius at his death. The rude prints and 
plaster images at the German fairs, gave him a vigorous figure, 
and a bold physiognomy. He was active in his exercises, supe- 
rior to fatigue, and of acknowledged intrepidity ; fond of adven- 
ture in the spirit of his corps, and bis natural enthusiasm deepen- 
ed and magnified by some intercourse with the Secret Socicties of 
Germany, which, with much mysticism, and solemn affectation 
of knowledge, certainly inculcated resistance to the tyrant of Eu- 
rope, as among the first of dutics. 

He was said to be more distinguishable for bravery than for 
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military knowledge or talent. But the man who could elude or 
overpower all opposition in the heart ot ai: enemy’s conquest for 
months together, must have had talent as well as heroism. Schill’s 
first operation was to pass over the Elbe, and try the state of the 
public mind in the country round Magdeburgh. 

It is still difficult to ascertain, whether his enterprize bad a high- 
er authority. The situation of Prussia, after the battle of Jena, in 
1806, was one of the most deplorable suffering. The loss of in- 
dependence, the loss of territory, the plunder of the public pro- 
perty, and the ruin of the Prussian name in Europe were feit like 
mortal wounds. But the personal insolence of the French, who 
have always lost by their insolence what they had gained by their 
rapine, struck deeper into the national mind. The innumerable 
private injuries to honour and feeliig, the gross language, and 
the malignant tyranny of the French military, inflamed t.e peo- 
ple’s blood into a fever of impatience and revenge. I have often 
expressed my surprise, on hearing those stories of French atroci- 
ty, that no German had taken up the pento transmit them as a 
record and a warning to posterity. One evening, standing on the 
banks of the Elbe, and overlooking the fine quiet landscape of the 
islands towards Haarburg, I remember to have made the observa- 
tion, after hearing a long detail of the sufferings of the peasantry, 
whose white cottages studded the scene at my feet. “ My dear 
sir,” said an old German officer, “ My countrymen are like that 
river; their whole course has been through sandbanks and shal- 
lows, but they make their way tothe end at last.”” Then, indulging 
his metaphor, and waving his hand as if to foliow the windings of 
the stream, “ | am not sure but that this very habit of reluctance 
to unnecessary exeruon, may have allowed them to collect com- 
forts by the way, which neither Englishman nor Frenchman would 
have been calm enough to gather. If that river had been a tor- 
rent, should we now be looking on those islands?” There may 
be some experience in the old soldier’s answer, but if Germany 
is slow to give a history of her misfortunes, she ought not to leave 
her heroes in oblivion. Schill deserves a better memoir than a 


stranger can give. 

In this fermentation of the public mind, the North of Germany 
was suddenly denuded of troops to form a part of the grand im- 
perial army, marching against Austria. Slight garrisons were 
placed in the principal towns, and the general possession of the 
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. ' 
open country was chiefly left to the gendarmerie. Schill, then 
major of one of the most distinguished regiments in the service, 
the Brandenburgh hussars, one morning suddenly turned his 
horse’s head towards the gate of Berlin, on the dismissal cf the 
parade, gave a shout for * King and Country,” and at the head of 
this regiment burst from the Glacis. Though the whole garri- 
son of Berlin, French and Prussian, were on the parade, there 
Was ho attempt to intercept this bold mancuvre. They were 
thunderstruck, and by the time that orders were determined on, 
Schill was leagues off, galloping free over the sands of Prussia. 
The officers of his corps were among the best families of Bran- 
denburgh, and some fine young men of rank joined bim immcdi- 
ately. It is uncertain, to this hour, whether he was not secretly 
urged by his court to make the experiment on the probabilities 
of insurrection. But Napoleon was too near to allow of open en- 
couragement, and at the demand of De Marsan, the French am- 
bassador, who was, as Trinculo says, “ Viceroy over the King,” 
Schill was proclaimed an enemy to the state. 

His first attempt was the surprize of Magdeburgh, the princi- 
pal fortress of the new kingdom of Westphalia, and famous to 
English ears for the imprisonment of Trenck. He advanced to 
the gates, and after sustaining a vigorous skirmish with the gar- 
rison, in which the French were on the point of being cut off from 
the town, was forced to abandon an enterprize, which was proba- 
bly undertaken merely as a more open mode of declaring, that 
“ war in procinct” was levied against the oppressors of the popu- 
lation. He then plunged into Westphalia. His plans in this coun- 
try have been often canvassed ; for the Germans are, in a vast 
proportion to the English, military disputants ; and the names of 
their highest soldiers, from Frederick down to Blucher and Bulow, 
are discussed without mercy and without end. Schill shares the 
common fate, aud all the armies of Germany would not have been 
enough to fill up the outline of the cainpaign, which I have heard 
sketched for him round the fire of a table d’hote in the north. 
According to those tacticians he should have marched direct up- 
on Cassel, and made himself master of Jerome Buonaparte. He 
should have charged up to the gates of Berlin, and delivered the 
country. He should have attacked the rear of the grand army, 
and given time for the arrival of the Arch-duke. He should have 
made an irruption into the French territory in its unguarded 
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state, and compelled Napoleon to consult the safety of Paris. To 
all this the natural answer was, that Schill had but from four to 
six hundred hussars, and a few infantry, deserters from the line. 
With those he remained for nearly three months master of the 
communications of Westphalia, continually intercepting officers, 
functionaries, and couriers, and either eluding or beating every 
detachment sent to break up his flying camp. In one of his ex- 
peditions he tuok Marshal Victor with his suite and despatches, 
on his way to join the army before Vienna. But it affords an ex- 
traordinary evidence of the apathy, or the terror of Germany, that, 
during this period of excitement, his recruits never amounted to 
two hundred men. It, however, grew obviously perilous to leave 
this daring partizan free to raise the spirit of the country, and a 
considerable force was despatched against him. A corps from 
Cassel moved in direct pursuit, while another, composed of Dutch 
and Danes, turned towards his rear. It was now time to fly. 
The experiment on Westphalia was completed; and an escape 
into Sweden was the only course of safety. Schill has been blas 
med for lingering on this retreat. But a gentler estimate, and 
probably a trucr one, would have attributed his tardiness to the 
natural reluctance of a brave man to leave the ground while there 
is a chance of disputing it. Every hour was full of change; a 
battle onthe Danube might alter the whole fortunes of Germany 
within an hour, and Prussia would have been the first to raise the 
standard. But Schill suffered no advantage to be taken of his der 
lay. His marches were regular, he fixed his head-quarters for 
fen or twelve days at Domitz, a small town on the Mecklenburgh 
side, which he fortified so far as to be secure from a surprize. 
He abandoned it only on the approach of the enemy, to whom he 
left nothing but his sick,—advanced to Stralsund, the strongest 
fortress in Pomerania, dismantled by the French, but still in their 
possession, and capab.e of defence against an ordinary hazard ; 
stormed the gates ; drove the French before his cavalry into the 
great square ; and was in possession of the town after a brisk en- 
gagement of less than an hour. On the road to Stralsund I was 
shown the remains of a field fortification where a French detach- 
ment had attempted to stop the hussars. It was a rude work, a 
parapet of earth and atrench filled with water. The gates and 
guis ad probably fallen into the hands of the peasantry. Schill, 
an proposing a capitulation to those men, had been fired on. He 
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immediately chareéd at the head of his regiment, leaped the 
trenc!., and got into the fortification on horseback. All the French 
were killed or taken. 

Pomerania (in German, Pommern) is one vast flat, which proba- 
bly was unce at the bottom of the Baltic. It is fertile, and was, 
when I passed through it, covered with a carpet of springing corn. 
But on my approach to the sea the prospect on the side of the Is- 
anc of Rugen became diversified. The sea bétween the island 
and tne main land looked like a broad river, tranquil and glassy, 
with a low rich border of vegetation, leading the eye across to the 
woods and picturesque rocks that crown the shore cf Rugen, 
The country was thinly peopled, but those were times of the 
“ pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war.” The Swedish 
army, under the Crown Prince, going to fight his countrymen, 
were now moving down from Sweden. A strong corps had just 
landed at Stralsund, where the head-quarters were now estabiish- 
ed. As I approached Stralsund from a bend of the shore, I at 
once saw the dome of the great church and heard the sound of a 
trumpet, as if to announce its appearance. Then, military sights 
and sounds followed in quick succession ; a squadron of Swedish 
gun-boats were lying off the shore, with the yellow cross brigit- 
ning in the sunset. Chalopes and rafts were passing with troops 
and stores. A line of huge pontoon wagons stood on the shore 
of Kugen like the bastions of a fortress ; the flags of all nations 
in the harbour were displayed in honour of the presence of royal- 
ty ; and on driving round to the glacis, I was dazzled by the glare 
of a whole host of musquets and sabres flashing in a lovely set- 
ting sun, at the close of a review before the Duke of Brunswick, 
then on his way to the camp of the allies. 

Bat the military spirit of my reception was not yet complete. — 
A: the gate] found the Burgher guard of the town returning from 
their evening parade ; and was led to my hotel in the midst of a 
gallant dissonance of clashing cymbals, drums, trumpets, and res- 
tive horses caracoling and curvetting under the uneasy heroism 
of al} tiie chief warriors of the corporation of Stralsund. 

Schill had found the principal works destroyed, but yet not to be 
gained without fighting, and it was not till after a sharp contest 
that he forced his way over the ramparts. 

On his march he had baffled the Dutch general, Gratien, whose 
express Commission was to extirpate him in the field. Schill out- 
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manceuvred the general, and was master of Stralsund a week be- 
fore he saw the face of apursuer. There can be no doubt that he 
might, in that interval, have made good his retreat into Sweden. 
But the reluctance to leave Germany was strong upon him at all 
times. In addition to this, he was now master of a city; the sea 
Was at his back ; the state of Germany was hourly fluctuating ; and 
his position still served as a rallying point, if the old genius of 
Prussia was at length to shake the ashes from her head. Such 
might have been among the motives for this apparent imprudence 
in a man who had hitherto taken his measures with equal conduct 
and intrepidity. In this period of inaction he appears to have lost 
bis habitual temper, and, like Richard before Bosworth, to have 
given an ill omen by his melancholy. He was said to have indul- 
ged in drinking, and to exhibit altogether the aspect of a man ex- 
pecting ruin. But in his dejection he omitted none of the usual 
arrangements for defence. He set the peasants at work upon the 
approaches to the town, collected ammunition. planted a battery to 
command the principal entrance, I believe, borrowing the guns 
from the merchant ships, and seems to have neglected nothing 
but the means of retreat. 

Stralsund is acity of much interest for its share inthe “ thirty 
years war; and Wallenstein, the wonder of arms in his day, 
brought some disgrace on the standard of his imperial master, by 
his repulse before the walls. Its position renders it the key of 
Pomerania, on the side of Sweden, and the Crown Prince was now 
busy in repairing its fortifications tocover his retreat, if the came 
paign should turn in favour of Napoleon. It hasa tolerable com- 
merce, and some of its buildings exhibit the old ponderous mag- 
nificence of the time when German traders made head against prin« 
ces. The principal streets are wide,and the square in the centre, 
which serves, as in all the German towns, for all imaginable public 
purposes, amart,a parade, anda place of justice, has the picturesque 
look of English architecture in the days of Elizabeth. It was 
in this spot that Schill drew up his reserve on the morning of the 
attack. Among the accounts of the fight, to be received from 
persons who, during the day, were hiding in their cellars frow the 
shots that still had left many a fracture on the front of the build- 
ings, exactness was not to be expected. But the battle seems to 
have begun about mid-day, and to have continued with desperate 
determination till three or four in the afternoon. The Dutch di- 
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Vision advanced to the great gate, and were repeatedly driven 
back. Gratien, however, was responsible to a master who never 
forgave, and the assault was continued under the fire of Schill’s 
only battery. The Danes were embarked in some gun-boats, and 
landed on the unprotected side of the town. It was said that their 
red uniforms deceived the Prussians, and that they were looked 
on as British troops coming to their assistance, This attack took 
Schillin flank, and his purpose, from this time, was obviously te 
sell his life as dearly as he could. His corps were gradually forc- 
ed from the square, down a narrow street leading to the sea-gate, 
which I often trod with the sentiments not unnaturni to the spot 
where a hero and a patriot fell. The struggle here was long and 
bloody, from the narrow front which the enemy were compelled 
to observe. The Prussians were finally pushed through the gate, 
and the engagement ceased without their surrender. Gratien’s 
loss was supposed to exceed two thousand in killed and wounded. 
A striking instance of the gallantry of his opponents, whose force 
did not equal half the number. Of Schill nothing had been known 
for some time before the close of the battle. He had exposed 
himself with conspicuous bravery during the day, and had been twice 
wounded. About an hour after the square was taken, he was seen 
standing on the steps ofa house in the narrow street, with the bluod 
streaming down his face, and cheering the troops with his sabre 
waving. Inthe confusion of the next charge he disappeared. 
In the evening he was found under a heap of dead near the steps, 
with two musquet wounds on his body, anda sabre cut on his fore- 
head. The remnant of his band of heroes, chiefly cavalry, had 
retreated toa neighbouring field, and were there found exhausted 
and unable to move farther. An adjutant of General Gratien, 
sent out to propose their surrender, was answered that they had 
determined not to receive quarter. Some messages followed be- 
tween them and the general, but they refused to give up their 
swords while Schill ived. On their being told of his fall, they 
obtained leave to send twoofficers tosee the body. The officers 
were brought to the hall where the corpse had been drawn from 
the slaughter: they recognised it at once, and at the sight burst 
into lamentations and tears. Ontheir taking back this melancholy 
intelligence, the cavalry, then reduced to a smal! number, surren- 
dered at discretion: 


‘Lhe iurther history of these brave men is aimost still more 
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melancholy. A generous enemy, or even aty man with a humay 
heart would have honoured their devoted gallantry-—But Napo- 
Yeon ordered them for execution. They were takento Wesel, and 
the only favour which they could obtain, was that of dying by each 
other’s hands. Some had madetheir escape on the way through 
Germany, but twenty-two, by one account, and twelve or fourteen 
by another, remained to glut the tyrant’s appetite for murder.— 
They were taken to a field on the glacis of Wesel, and there, 
standing in a line behind each other, each shot the comrade before 
him, the last shooting himself. Two sons of General Wedel, the 
Prussian, were among the victims. This was said to be the solé 
act of Napoleon ; those young soldiers were subjects of Prussia, 
and amenable only totheir own sovereign. It is next to impossi- 
ble to avoid a feeling of indignation and abhorrence at the nature 
which could have thus rioted in gallant blood ; and hoping that, 
sunk and punished as their enemy is at this hour, he may be des- 
tined to exhibit a still deeper example of justice to the world * 

The following is the translation of a popular song, which I met 
in the original in Mecklenburg :— 

SCHILL. 
Es zog aus Berlin ein muthiger Held. 


Who burst from Berlin with his lance in his hand ? 
Who ride at his heel like the rush of the wave ? 

They are warriors of Prussia, the flower of the land, 
And ’tis Schill leads them on to renown and the grave. 


Six hundred they come, in pomp and in pride, 

Their chargers are fleet, and their bosoms are bold, 
And deep shall their lances in vengeance be dyed, 

Ere those chargers shall halt, or those bosoms be cold. 


Then, through wood and through mountain, their trumpet rang 
clear, 

And Prussia’s old banner was waved to the sun, 

And the yager in green, and the blue musketeer, 

By thousands they rose, at the bidding of one. 


What summon’d this spirit of grandeur from gloom ? 
Was he call’d from the camp, was he sent from the throne ? 


* We would not make any change willingly in any communication from so 
valued a correspondent as the author before us. But he is a classical man, 
and we would simply ask him whether—* Parcere victis, debellare superbig,”’ 
# nota precept as heroic as it is classicsl|—Ep. Lonp. Mae. 
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’T was the voice of his country—it came from his tomb, 
And it rises to bless his name, now that he’s gone 


Remember him Dodendorf : yet on thy plain 

Are the bones of the Frenchmen, that feil by his blade ;— 
At sunset they saw the first flash of his vane, 

By twilight, three thousand were still as its shade, 


Then, Domitz, thy ramparts in crimson were dyed, 

No longer a hold for the tyrant aud slave. 

Then to Pommern he rush’d, like a bark on the tide, 
he tide has swept on to renown and the grave. 


Fly slaves of Napoleon, for vengeance is come ; 

Now plunge in the earth, now escape on the wind ; 
With the heart of the vulture, now borrow its plume, 
For Schill and his riders are thundering behind. 


All gallant and gay they came in at the gate, 

That gate that old Wallenstein proudly withstood, 
Once trowning and crown’d, like a King in his state, 
Though now its dark fragments but shadow the flood. 


Then up flash’d the sabre, the lance was couch’d low, 
Aud the trench and the street were a field and a grave ; 
For the sorrows of Prussia gave weight to the blow, 
And the sabre was weak in the hand of the slave. 


Ob Schill! Oh Schill! thou warrior of fame ! 

In the field, in the field, spur thy charger again ; 

Who bury in ramparts and fosses the flame 

That should burn upon mountain, and sweep over plain! 


Stralsund was his tomb ; thou city of woe ! 

His banner no more on thy ramparts shall wave ; 
‘The bullet was sent, and the warrior lies low, 
And cowards may trample the dust of the brave. 


Then burst into triumph the Frenchman’s base soul, 
As they came round his body with scoff and with cry, 
‘** Let his limbs toss to heaven on the gibbet and pole, 
In the throat of the raven and dog let him lie.” 


Thus they hurried him on, without trumpet or toll, 
No anthem, no pray’r echoed sad on the wind, 

No peal of the cannon, no drum’s muffled roll, 
Told the love and the sorrow that linger’d behind. 


They cut off his head—but your power is undone ; 
In glory he sleeps, till the trump on his ear 

In thunder shall summon him up to the throne ; 
And the tyrant and victim alike shall be there, 
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When the charge is begun, and the Prussian hussar 

Comes down like a tempest with steed and with steel, 

I: the clash of the swords, he shall give thee a prayer, 

And his watchword of vengeance be “ Schill, brave Schill !”” 
er. 





Art. XVIL.—Ox the present state of Abyssinia. 
From the Bombay Literary Society Transactions. 


The second article is a very interesting account of the present 
state of Abyssinia, by Nathaniel Pearce, an English saiior, who 
was left in the country, at his own desire, by Lord Valentia, in 
1805, and who still continues to reside there. Mr. Salt found him 
little altered in appearance or manners, and so well acquainted 
with the languages and customs of the Abyssinians, as to be of 
much advantage to him in the capacity of interpreter. He has 
subsequently suffered much from disease and oppression. Ina 
letter to Theodore Forbes, Esq. British Resident at Mocha, he 
complains of the hard usage he had received from the Ras in 
whose service he was. That prince, on the arrival of Cofti, 
bishop or aboon from Cairo, whom he had brought to Abyssinia 
at great expense, ordered Pearce to quit his house, that it might 
be taken possession of by this Egyptian patriarch. 


“ T leave you to guess,” he says, “ how it would touch an 
Englishman’s heart, after seven years endeavouring to teach those 
idje villains to be a little industrious, by showing them the pro- 
duce of my garden—grapes, peaches, limes, English cabbage of 
all sorts, turnips, Carrots, potatoes, pigeon-houses, &c. to have all 
taken from me without one farthing of payment, by an old miserly 
wretch that I have been serving in all his wars above ten years. 
I begged of him to let me goto Mocha; but he savs he can never 
agree to that, as I know all the country, and shall of course be 
able to conduct an army through any part of it. He says that 
the Musselmen tell him, the English got into India by first send- 
ing people to live among them ” 


Pearce still retains feelings of warm attachment to his country, 
Mr. Forbes sent him some English newspapers which happened 
to contain an account of the defeats of Bonaparte, after his re- 
treat from Moscow. “I really,think,” says Pearce, “ that the 
“ glorious news the papers gave me in respect of old England 
“has done a great deal towards curing my complaint, which I 
* have had above three years. I hope you will always oblige me 
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‘¢ with such news.” » It appears from the latest accounts, (1818,) 
that Mr. Pearce had been employed in the distribution of psalm 
books in Ethiopic, sent by the Bible Society. The people to 
whom they were given said they were more exact than their own 
writings, but complained of the smallness of the print, and the 


want of red ink at the name of God. In another letter, he says 


that the arrival of these had “ created great jealousy in the mind 
“of the Egyptian patriarch, who tells the population the Fcringas 
“ are working cunningness among them.” 

After the preface, which contains these and a variety of other 
particulars, we come to the “ Small but true Acccunt of the 
Ways and Menners of the Abyssinians,” which is written with- 
out any regard to arrangement, in a vigorous, though neither an 
accurate nor a polished style: such indeed as we have reason to 
expect from a man of a strong untutored mind, detailing the re- 
sult of his own observations, and expressing his own opinions and 
feelings. ‘The inhabitants of Abyssinia are of many tribes, re- 
ligions, and colours. In some of their customs they reseimble 
Jews and savages: for they keep holy the Saturday as weil as 
the Sunday, and eat the flesh of an animal before it is dead. They 
keep many fasts ; that of Lent begins in March and ends in May ; 
and besides this there is the fast uf Nineveh, of the apostles, of 
the Virgin Mary, all Wednesdays and Fridays throughout the 
year, with a variety of others. The priests, it is said, have a 
great feast at the end of each of the fasts. 

“ They then kill one or two cows, according to their number, 
close to the door ; and, before the animal is done kicking, and the 
blood still running from its throat, the skin is nearly off on one 
side, and the prime flesh is cut off, and with all haste held before 
the elders or heads of the church, who cut about two or three 
pounds each, and eat it with such greediuess, that those who did 
not know them would think they were starved; but they at all 
times preter the raw meat to cooked victuals. After they have 
finished their drindo, as they call it, they take a little of the fattest 
parts of the cow, just warmed on the fire, to settle their sto- 
machs, and then one er two large horns full of swoir, or beer, 
which is very strong, and made of several sorts of corn. They 
then have the table brought in and covered with bread and cooked 


victuals, where those that are not satisfied with the raw meat, eat 
until they are of the cooked.” 


The second and third class of priests succeed the first, and cat 
rindo laid on bread, and devour ail the victuals more like hounds 
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than men. Half of the moveable property of all who die is given 
to the priests of the parish in which they are buried, and is call- 
ec! cerert, or money of forgiveness. The heirs of the other haif 
are obliged to give a feast to the priests on the 7th, 40th, and 
80th day after the death; besides an annual feast for several 
years: these feasts are called the feasts of tasear, or of charity. 
“ ihey have great crying and yowling for the dead for many Gays, 
* and appoint a particular day for a general cry, which ends their 
“ crying.” They then place the efiigy of the deceased in a cra- 
dle, and all his houschoid servants run round it © crying, yowiing, 
“ and firing matchiocks, and tearing the skin off their temples and 
* forehead sintil the blood runs down their neck.” Carpets are 
spread before the cradie, and on them are placed the riches of the 
deceased person’s house ; the men sit down on the right, and the 
women on the left, with their temples torn so as to frighten any 
one who was not ecquainted with them. The relations stand up 
“ one by one im their turns, with a servant on each side of them 
“to keep them from falling, as they pretend to be so weak with 
* sorrow”’=——and speak in praise of the deceased, saying, “ that 
* when on horseback he was like St. George, and on foot like the 
“ angel Michaei, and a great deal of other nonsense.” The ce- 
remony concludes with a feast, which turns the sorrow into merri- 
ment. A corpse is not kept a moment in the house; and none 
but kings or great men are put in coffins. 

In Gondar are twelve fearned men called lickcouts, who, though 
not priests, officiate in tie office of the Copti Aboon, or the Egyp- 
tian bishop. They keep the time ; and indeed every thing is re- 
gulated by them. Their year begins on the first of September, 
the day on which St. John was beheaded, and is divided into four 
quarters called Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John. “ All the Abys- 
* sinians have a father confessor; and I myself am obliged to 
“ have one of these holy fathers, er else it would not be allowed 
*“ that | were a Christian.”” Few can read except the priests; and 
most ven of them know nothing more than the Psalms of David, 
which is their principal book. In many of the churches are 
priestesses ; but there are some in the country into which no fe- 
males are allowed to enter. The Virgin Mary is an object of 
profound veneration, but little partiality is shewn to her sex. On 
holidays, which Mr. Pearce thinks too numerous, 1o work, how- 
ever urgent the necessity, must be done. Little regard for truth 
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is shewn by any class of the inhabitants, and oaths are.-broken 
without ceremony or apparent remorse. Both Christians and 
Mussulmen frequently become converts to each other’s religion. 
Christians have an aversion to hares, geese, and ducks, but Mus- 
sulmen eat these animals, and also locusts ; * so if they lose their 
“ crops, they live upon the destroyers.” 

The Abyssinians think diseases are caused by the devil ; and 
one complaint to which women are chiefly liable, the author is 
rather disposed to think may be the work of that being. His 
own wife, after he had lived with her five years, was seized with 
it; and, from his own account, which is certainly very curious, be 
seems to bave sympathized but little with her during her illness. 


‘¢ At the first appearance of this complaint, she was five or six 
days very ill, and her speech so much altered, that I could scarcely 
understand her. Her friends and relations who came to visit her 
told me that her complaint was the tegreticr, which, from what I 
had heard, frightened me, and I would at the instant have turned 
her away, only for fear they might think me a brute for turning 
away my wife when afflicted with sickness. Her parents, how- 
ever, persuaded me to bear it with patience and say nothing, for if 
I were angry it would cause her death, and that they would cure 
her as all others were cared in their country. After the first five 
or six days’ sickness she began to be continually hungry, and 
would eat five or six times in the night, never sleep; and in the 
day time she would go about followed by some of her parents to 
all her neighbuurs borrowing rings and other oruaments for her 
neck, arms, and legs. I did not like the thing at all; but for the 
sake of seeing the curiosity, I endeavoured to hold my tongue, 
and be patient. Her speech I could scarcely understand at all; 
and she, like all others troubled with the same complaint, called a 
man she and a woman fe. One day she called unto me in the 
presence of her friends after the manner of calling a woman, 
which vexed me so much that I swore she should not stop in the 
house. But the moment she saw me in a passion, she fell as if in 
a fit; and I can assure you that I saw the blood run from her eyes 
as if they had been pricked witha lance. This quite made me 
fearful she would die ; and as her friends had told me previously 
that if I were to be out of temper it would be the cause of her 
death, I thought perhaps they might bring me in for marder. 
But they, however, brought her to by bringing her ornamental 
dresses, which the great people willingly lend on such occasions ; 
and indeed the greater sort of people are mostly troubled with this 
complaint. Her countenance had been changed as well as her 
spcech, being from the beginning quite frightful. I determined 
to keep myself at a distance, and say nothing until tne day appoint- 
ed for her cure, or the devil to be droye out of her. Her friends 
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had l\ired as many trumpeters and drummers, who go about the 
country for that purpose, as they thought sufficient ; and early in 
the morning of the day appointed, they loaded her neck, arms, 
and legs, with silver ornaments, and dressed her with a dress 
which the great men wear at reviews after battle, which the owners 
readily lend on such an occasion. After she was sufficiently 
dressed, she was taken to a plain appointed by herseif, about a 
mile from the town, where hundreds of boys and girls and men 
and women of low class follow. Her friends and relations take a 
great many large jars of maize and swair for them to drink. I 
have often seen people yo out of the town for the same purpose, 
but would not for sharae follow to see them. However, for the 
sake of curiosity, I was determined to see the last of this, and I 
therefore went to the place appointed before day-light. and waited 
until they came; a cradle was placed in the midst of the spot, 
covered with a carpet, and a great many jars of maize were placed 
round it. As soon as she came near she began to dance, and the 
trumpeters all began to piay in two parties ; when one party were 
tired the other relicved them, so that the noise constantly might 
be heard; the drink being continually served out by her friends 
to all, kept them singing and shouting ; she still dancing and jump- 
ing, someumes four or five feet from the ground, and every now 
and then she would take off an ornament and throw it down. Some 
one being appointed to take care they might not be lost, picked 
them up and put them ina basket. She went on jumping and 
dancing in this manner without the least appearance of being 
tired until nearly sunset, when she dropped the last ornament, and 
as soon as the sun cisappeared she started; and I am perfectly 
sure that for as good as four hundred yards, when she dropped as 
if dead, the fastest running man in the world could not have come 
up with her. The fastest running young man that can be found 
is employed by her friends to run after her with a matchlock well 
loaded so as to make a good report ; the moment she starts he 
staris with her; but before she has run the distance where she 
drops as if she were dead, he is left half-way behind: as soon as 
lig comes up to her he fires right over her body, and asks her 
name, which she then pronounces; although during the ume of 
her complaint she denies her Christian name, and detests all 
priests or churches. Her friends afterwards take her to church, 
where she is washed with holy water, and is thus cured.” 


Both men and women are subject to complaints as bad as this. 
The zakerry 1s the worst; but the author says, * I never had the 
* curiosity to look into it, as they are very apt in their mad hours 
‘to affront any one who approaches them.” Fever is not com- 
mon, but the itch, syphilis, rheumatism, violent colds, and sore 


eyes, are prevalent. The small pox and measles commit great 
havock among them. Inoculation is practised; and for this they 
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seek the rankest matter they can obtain. The payment for this 
operation is a piece of salt. 
Mairiage is not celebrated in churches. Every one has as 
‘‘ many wives as he likes, and turns away and takes as he likes.” 
They build a das,—-a large temporary edifice, in which the par- 
ties with their friends eat and drink. The bride is placed in a 
cradle at the head of the tables. The bridegroom comes gallop- 
ing to the das, jumps and cuts capers, boasting what * he has 
‘* done or would do.” After a variety of ceremouies he departs 
with his bride. The marriages of the common people are more 
simple. Any man of that class gives the girl of his heart a druée 
and a firgy ; the one a large and the other a small piece of cloth 
for robes ; and then the parents deliver up their daughter as a pur- 
chased slave. Girls become mothers at the age of thirteen or 
fourteen ; and Mr. Pearce gives asad account of the want of chas- 
tity in the women of the country. Ladies wear a shirt of white 
India cloth, ornamented with silk twist of different colours ; over 
this a robe with a white silk border ; some of ther have red Egyp- 
tian leather shoes, or black ones of leather made in the country ; and 
many of them prick their legs, arms, and breasts with charcoal. 
The lower class have scarcely any clothes, except a tanned goat’s 
skin about their waist, and a sheep’s skinover their shoulders.— 
“ They work like slaves, grind corn, carry water in large jars up- 
“on their loins, enough to load a young ass.” “ A Christian 
‘* woman never milks a cow, as it is thought a great scandal, but 
‘their reason for this is not worth while mentioning.” The Abys 
sinijans use a great deal of sweet scented oil and blacken their eye- 
brows with a mineral called cole brought from Egypt. They are 
polite in their manners, pay a great many compliments, and al- 
ways kiss each other in the open way. ‘“ No one ever pass¢s his 
“equals or betters without uncovering his breast, and bowing 
“ with his head, which they return in the same manner.” They 
have monthly clubs for eating, drinking, and friendly intercourse. 
The members seldom exceed twelve, who meet at each other’s 
houses once a month; but a man may connect himself with as 
many clubs as he pleases. “ They always mantain cne priest in 
“ these clubs, to keep them in order ; if a man be absent upon his 
*< owl: business, his wife attends in his place.””’ The women have 
also separate clubs, which meet generally on the holidays of the 
Virgin Mary. No man is permitted to wear aéetor, a gold or sil- 
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ver ornament, except he has killed an enemy in presence of the 
king or his commander ; but every other ornament is at the option 
of ail who can afford it. 


‘‘ The king or ras has an elevated place, built up with mud and 
stone like a stage in the front of the ashwar, or court where the 
review is. This stage is covered with Persian carpets, silk pil- 
lows, and other valuable articles; inthe middle is a cradle neatly 
covered, upon which the king or ras sits, with ali his household 
servants standing round him The troops then come in galloping 
he iter skelter, and making a great noise. They atterwards come 
one by one in their turns at full gallop to the foot of the raised 
place where the king is seated, and turn their horses round and 
round, shaking their heads and spears as ifthey were mad ; boast- 
ing of themseives in such a manner as to make any stranger be- 
lieve they were mad. I write the following only to show in what 
nonsensical manner the greatest noblemen in Abyssinia boast of 
themselves before their king. 1 am man’s master; I am a lion; 
Tam fire; on foot lam a leopard; I am thunder; all men tear 
me; I am the phvsic for fear; I have killed Shangarlers ; killed 
Garlers ; and a deal of other nonsense. All who have killed an en- 
emy throughout the year, have his pudenda hung to their right 
arm, which, after ending their speech, they throw down at the 
king’s feet. This review lasts three days; after which every one 
knows his destiny, whether he is to remain governor of his dis- 
tricts, or whether onother is to take his office. All preferment, 
breaking, making, and changing in the governments is done at this 
tine ; and although they pretend to give preferment to the bra- 
vest, and to the higher rank of persons, I know for truth that most 
preferment is given to tattlers, who are always making mischief 
by sly conversations with their masters ; and through false reports 
aid false witnesses, many are innocently dismissed from their 
stations.” 


In battles, the infantry keep to the sides of the mountains ; 
while the horse are in valleys and plains ; but their want of discip- 
line and regulationsis such, that did they not constantly use their 
chief’s name as a watch word, they would often mistake the party 
they belonged to. Business of all kinds is in general left to the 
Mussulmen who inhabit the ccuntry. It is customary for ladies 
to spin, and for great houses to keep one or two mussulmen weav- 
ers. Their cotton cloths are of fine texture, and are in general 
exchanged for salt or corn. The markets are furnished with raw 
cotton, cotton cloths, tanned hides, cattle of ali kinds, honey, wax, 
butter, corn, fowls, knives, spears, ploughshares, baskets, beads, 
and a variety of otier articles ; but they are never visited by people 
of distinction. Sulversmiths, coppersmiths, and saddlers, are the 
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best employed artists in the country. But laziness is, it would 
seem, the besetung sin of every class ofthe Abyssinians. A young 
men is not happy till he has killed an enemy ; and it is common 
for the youths to seek an occasion ef quarrelling with the Gar- 
lers who come to the markets, or are found in desert places with 
their cattle. 7 

The Garler are a brave people ; many of them are Mussulmen, 
but more of them have no religion or place of worship. They 
are, however, not entirely without some notion of a supreme being. 
Their kings are not hereditary, and are chosen for sevcn years 
ouly. They eat little bread, and have no cultivation in their coun- 
try, but give their cattle for corn. The lower orders go from piace 
to place with their cattle, and live entirely on milk and flesh. 
Tey drink hot blood, but do not eat raw flesh. “ They use a deal 
“ of butter in their hair and skin, which makes their company dis- 
“agreeable.” They take as many wives as they choose ; the wo- 
men perform every species of drudgery, while the men do nothing 
but carry their spears and shields. The Argou are a very bad tem- 
pered people living in the very middle of the Christians. The 
Lastar, though Christians, are quarrelsome and covetous. They 
had formerly great veneration for springs and fountains of water, 
“ which, I hear, they worshipped.” When they drink at a spring, 
they afterwards make it muddy to prevent others trom drinking 
at the same time. Mr. Pearce one day, when extremely thirsty, 
was played this trick, “ which brought on a very serious quarrel.” 
He was pacified by a “respectable Ammer,” who told him the 
king would have been served in the same fashion. ‘ Being as- 
“ sured it was their custom, I gave way to the ways of the coun- 
“try, and made it up with the Argou soldier.” The Teltal are 
Mussulmen, and live upon their cattle after the same manner as 
the Garler. All the salt that passes as small money in Abyssinia 
comes trom their country. 





Arr xvitt—TZhe Mountain Bard; Consisting of Legendary 
Ballads and Tales. By James Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd. 
The third edition, greatly enlarged ; to which is prefixed a Me- 
moir of the Author’s life, written by himself. Edinburgh. 
Oliver and Boyd. 1821. pp. 386. 12mo. 


Were we left to form our estimate of the mental powers of the 
Etuwick Shepherd, (to give him his puetical name,) solely from the 
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memoir of his life affixed to this new edition of the “ Mountain 
Bard,’ we should be inclined to rate them very low, and think his 
intellects, if not really weak, at least uninfluenced by sound sense. 
That he has acted unadvisedly in publishing this memoir, we think 
will be generally allowed ; and he himself, it is hoped, will, in time, 
be of the same opinion. To make public what may have been 
said in ordinary conversation, or occurred in familiar and personal 
transactions, however common the practice, must be condemned. 
But what are those to think of Mr. Hogg, who are unacquainted 
with him in private life, when, besides this, they see him volunta- 
rily and unnecessarily making confessions, and placing himself in 
that ludicrous point of view in which we are persuaded few men 
would wish to be found? That he has done so will not be ques- 
tioned ; and, when too late, he perhaps may regret such inccnside- 
rate rashness and folly. 

Mr. Hogg’s reputation stands tolerably high in public esteem, 
and it is painful to think he should have done any thing to lessen 
it. The public have often enough been informed by what means 
he succeeded in raising himself to so respectable a situation in 
the scale of literary merit, and therefore no such exposure as he 
has chosen to make was called fur ;—besides, all that may be re- 
quite of this sort comes with better grace from a friend than from 
the individual himself. Still we must confess, that we have been 
greatly amused with this piece of auto-biography ; and, in place 
of visiting him with that degree of censure which some people 
think he has justly merited, having generosity enough to find 
some excuse for him, as we verily believe he is entirely free from 
sordid or unworthy motives, we shall content ourselves with ex- 
tracting some of its more curious passages, interspersing them 
with occasional remarks on the character of his different publica- 
tions. 

We need be less particular in the account of the earlier period of 
Mr. Hogg’s life, as that part of the memoir is preserved in the 
original state in which it was prefixed to this volume, when first 
published in the year 1807. There he gives a minute and inte- 
resting acccunt of his various situations in life, and his literary 
progress up to the time of its appearance. His education consist- 
ed in his being taught to read the Shorter Catechism; when he 
was “ advanced so far as to get into the class which read the Bible,” 
with some experiments which he made in learning to write. “ Thus,”’ 
he says, “my education terminated,” and he adds, 
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“« After this I was never another day at any school whatever. In alll 
had spent about half a year at it. It is true my former master denied 
me, and when I was only twenty years of age, said, if he was called to 
make oath, he would swear I never was at his school. However, I 
know I was at it for two or three months; a:d I do not choose to be 
deprived of the honour of having attended the school of my native pa- 
rish ; nor yet that old John Beattie should lose the honour of such a scho- 


lar.’ 

In this hopeful state, he served, under many successive masters, 
in herding cows and keeping sheep ; and at this period of his life, 
the only book he had access to was the Bible, when he jearned the 
greater part of our present metrical version of the Psalms by heart. 
He speaks of his want of clothing, and at one time was possessed 
only of two shirts, which often grew so tattered, that he was oblig- 
ed “to quit wearing them altogether; for when (he says) I put 
“ them cn, they hung down in long tassels as far as my heels. At 
“ those times I certainly made a very grotesque figure ; for, on 
¢¢ quitting the shirt, I could never induce my trews, or lower vest- 
‘“ ments to keep up to their proper spheres.” But we must pass 
over much information of a similar kind, with all that he tells us 
regarding his first poetical compositions, (he began to write verses 
in 1793,) to come to the passage wherein he describes the singu- 
lar occasion, in the year 1801, of his appeariny first to the world 
in the character of an author. 


“ Having attended the Edinburgh market one Monday, with a number 
of sheep for sale, and being unable to dispose of them all, I put the re- 
mainder into a park until the market on Wednesday. Not knowing how 
to pass the interim, it Came into my head that I would write a poem or 
two from my memory, and get them printed. The thought had no sooner 
struck me, than it was put in practice: and I was obliged to select, not 
the best poems, but those that I remembered best. I wrote several others 
during my short stay, and gave them all to a person to print at my expense ; 
and, having sold off my sheep on Wednesday morning, I returned to the 
Forest. l saw no more of my Poems, until I received word that there 
were one thousand copies of them thrown off. I knew no more about 
publishing than the man of the moon; and the only motive that influ- 
enced me was, the gratification of my vanity by seeing my works in print. 
But, no sooner did the first copy come to hand, than my eyes were open 
to the folly of my conduct ; for, on comparing it with the MS. which I 
had at home, I found many of the stanzas omitted, others misplaced, and 
typographical errors abounding in every page.” 


Some of the pieces in this volume, Mr. Hogg says, attracted a 
share of attention; but he confesses, that “ all of them were sad 
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‘ stuff, although I judged them to be exceedingly good.”” No 
wonder, therefore, be shouid consider the publication of this vo- 
lume as “ one of the most unadvised actions” he ever committed. 
We have not seen it for several years, but cannot say we are dis- 
posed, by any recollections of it, to give a more favourable ver- 
dict upon its merits. This is but one instance, among many, of 
poets having occasion to repent their longing desires to see “their 
works in print ;” and how willingly, were it in theic power, they 
would annihilate most of their earliest effusions. Youth, it ought 
to be remembered, can never be a proper apology four deluging the 
world with the mere fromises of genius. 

After this period Mr. Hogg continued several years writing oc- 
casional songs and verses; he gained two prizes given by the High- 
land Society for the best essays on the rearing and management 
of sheep ; and made repeated journeys into the Highlands, of which 
he favoured the public with accounts through the medium of the 
old Scots Magazine. Finding matters not so prosperous as he 
could wish in his own native vales, he had resolved to emigrate 
and settle in Harries, but his scheme was accidentally frustrated ; 
anc shortly afterwards his prospects in life brightened, at the first 
publication of the work before us. The Mountain Bard is well 
known to consist of a number of tales and legendary ballads, found- 
ed on traditionary events current in the southern parts of Scotland, 
The idea was suggested on perusing the Minstrelsy of tie Scot- 
ish Border, and the volume is unquestionably the best of his early 
publications. This new edition, besides the addition of the truly 
origina’ memoir, which we are now considering, has undergone 
several material alterations and enlargements. Some of the mi- 
nor miscellaneous poems, originally added to fill up the volume, 
have been struck out, and their place supplied with other pieces of 
a character more accordant with the rest. The following curious 
passage gives us the particulars of its first publication. 


** Mr. Scott had encouraged the publication of the work in some let- 
ters that he sent me, consequently I went to Edinburgh to see about it. 
He went with me to Mr. Constable, who received me very kindly, but 
told me frankly that my poetry would not sell. I said J thought it was as 
good asany body’s I had seen. He said, that might be, but that robody’s 
poetry would sell; it was the worst stuff that came to market, and tiat 
he found ; but, as I appeared to be a queer chiel, if | would procure him 
200 subscribes, he would publish my work tor me, and give me as much 
for it ashe could. I did not like the subscribers much ; but, having no 
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alternative, I accepted the conditions. Refore the work was ready for 
publication, I had got above 500 subscribers ; and Mr. Constable, who, 
by that time, had conceived a better opinion of the work, gave me half- 
guinea copies for all my subscribers, and a letter for a small sum over 
and above. [I have forgot how much ; but, upon the whele, he acted 
with great liberality. He gave me, likewise, that same year, 86/. for 
that celebrated work, Hoce on SHEEP; and I was now richer than I 
had ever been before.” 

His success only led him into difficulties, and having engaged 
in farming beyond his means, he was soon “ fairly run a-ground,” 
when, finding himself without employment, and without money, 
he came to a striking resolution ; but this we must give in his own 
words. 

“‘ In February 1810, (says Mr. Hogg,) in utter desperation, I took my 
plaid about my shoulders, and marched away to Edinburgh, determined, 
since no better sould be, to push my fortune as a literary man, It is 
true, I had estimated my poetical talent high enough, but I had resolv- 
to use it only as a staff, never as a crutch ; and would have kept that re- 
solve, had I not been driven to the reverse. On going to Edinburgh, I 
found that my poetical talents were rated nearly as low there as my shep- 
herd qualities were in Ettrick. It was in vain that I applied to news- 
mongers, bocksellers, editors of magazines, &c. for employment. Any 
of these were willing enough to accept of my lucubrations, and give them 
publicity, but then there was no money going—not a farthing ; and this 
suited me very ill. 

I again applied to Mr. Constable, to publish a volume of songs for me 3 
for I had nothing else by me but the songs of my youth, having given up 
all these exercises solong. He wasrather averse to the expedient ; but 
he had asort ot kindness for me, and did not like to refuse ; so, after wait- 
ing on him three or four times, he condescended on publishing an edi- 
tion, and giving me halt profits’ He published 1000 copies, at five shil- 
lings each ; but he never gave me any thing; and as | feared the concern 
might not have proved a good one, I never asked any remuneration.” 

The name of this werk was “ The Forest Minstrel,” of which, 
he adds, about two-thirds of the songs were his own, the rest be- 
ing furnished by correspondents. Besides Thomas Cunningham, 
a brother of the ingenious Allan Cunnigham alluded to-in a for- 
mer number, we have heard, with what truth we know not, but we 
think on good authority, that his correspondents A, B, and C, were 
his triends, Laidlaw, Grieve, and John Ballantyne. 

Mr. Hogg’s next literary speculation was indeed a rare one for 
& person in his situation, and with his humble attainments. This 
was a regular weekly paper, named * The Spy,” in imitation of 
the Essayists of the last century, and which he actually commence 


oe 


—s — = - 
a pe 




































ee 


5 — - - * 
Fe Se + —-- 


a ee ste a ge RR Ne 








mere 





196 James Hogg. 


ed and carried on for twelve months, with little assistance from 
others of any kind. We cannot afford room to detail the curious 
particulars he has given regarding this periodical work ; neither 
can we allude to his oratorical exhibitions, although we confess 
we should like, to refresh our recollections of the characters of 
its drama, to have a peep at his unpublished musical farce, in three 
acts, entitled “ Zhe Forum; or, a lragedy for cold weather.” We 
must also decline any distinct notice of the exertions of some of his 
triends, to whom he was at this time much indebted for unweari- 
ed attention, and whose good advice it had been well for him to 
have taken with more docility. But we cannot omit a passage in 
which one of his friends is spoken of in a becoming manner, and 
which does credit to Mr. Hogg’s feelings. He has indeed made 
similar acknowledgments in the dedication of his Mador of the 
Moor; and we question if he has ever written any thing more 
honourable to himself than that dedication to his friend John Grieve. 


“ All this while there was no man who entered into my views, and 
supported them, save Mr. John Grieve, a friend, whose affection neither 
misfortune nor imprudence could once shake. Evil speakers had no ef- 
fect on him. We had been acquaint«d from our youth ; and he had form- 
ed his judgment of me as a man and a poet ; and from that nothing could 
éver make him abate one item. Mr.Grieve’s opinion of me was by far 
too partial, for it amounted to this, that he never conceived any effort 
in poetry above my reach, if I would set my mind to it; but my care- 
lessness and indifference he constantly regretted and deprecated. Dur- 
ing the first six months that I resided in Edinburgh, I lived with him, 
and his partner, Mr. Scott, who, on a longer acquaintance, became as 
firmly attached to me as Mr. Grieve ; and, I believe, as much so as to 
any other man alive. We three have had many very happy evenings 
together ; we indeed were seldom separate when it was possible to meet. 
They suffered me to want for nothing, either in money or clothes; and 
I did not even need to ask these. Mr. Grieve was always the first to 
notice my wants, andprevent them  Inshort, they would not suffer me 
to be obliged to one but themselves for the value ofa farthing ; and with- 
out this sure support, I could never have fought my way in Edinburgh, 
I was fairly starved into it, and if it had not been for Messrs Grieve and 
Scoit, would, ina very short time, have been starved out of it again.” 


This brings usto the time when the distinguished work, on which 
his poetical fame may be said to have been raised, was proposed 


and perfected. 

During the time that the Forum was going on, the poetry of Mr. Wal- 
ter Scott and Lord Byron had made a great noise. I had published some 
pieces in Tur Spy that Grieve thought exceedingly good; and nothing 
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would serve him, but that I should take the field once more as a poet, 
and try my fate with others. I promised ; and having some ballads or 
metrical tales by me, which I did not like to lose, I planned the Queen’s 
Wake, in order that I might take these all in, and had it ready in a few 
months after it was first proposed. I was very anxious to read it to some 
person of taste, but no one would either read it, or listen to me read- 
ing it, save Grieve, who assured me it would do.” 


There is no occasion for us to say any thing of the Queen’s 
Wake, and its great success,—neither can we enter upon the state 
of his own feelings at first, which he characteristically describes, 
when, as he says, “ he was like a man between death and life, 
“ waiting for the sentence of the jury.” For this part, and the 
different transactions he had with his publishers, we must refer te 
the Memoir itself. 

Next came Mador of the Moor. Mr. Hogg notices the inci- 
dent which suggested this poem, originally meant as descriptive 
of the River Tay ; and he fixed on the Spenserian stanza, exclaim- 
ing to himself, “ That is the finest verse in the world, it rolls off 
** with such majesty and grandeur. What an effect it will have 
“in the description of mountains, cataracts, and storms!” He 
then very good-naturedly informs us, “ There is no doubt what- 
“ ever that my highest and most fortunate efforts in rhyme, are con- 
“tained in some of the descriptions of nature in that poem, and in 
“the Ode to Superstition which follows it.” 

The * Pilgrims of the Sun” followed ; and, having alluded to 
some of his transactions with * the trade,’’ which in general are 
very entertaining, we should have liked to have given the detail 
which Mr. Hogg has thought expedient to favour us with, rela- 
tive to the publication of this poem,—more particularly so, as that 
part of it concerning his interview with Mr. Constable is certain- 
ly the most graphic scene in the whole memoir. Its length would 
preclude us from giving the entire narrative; and the frequent 
occurrence of profane expressions certainly lessens the interest 
which the perusal excites—though the passage, we doubt not, de- 
rives verisimilitude from that peculiarity. We, therefore, though 
we confess it with reluctance, pass over the whole transaction in 
silence. 

Unfortunately he was induced to deviate from the intentions 
which he had formed to himself whilst writing this poem. “In 
“ the year, (1814,) | conceived a plan(these are Mr. Hogg’s words) 
‘‘ for writing a volume of Romantic Poems, to be entitled Midsum- 
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“mer Night Dreams, and am sorry, (so are we.) that chance adu- 
“Jation prevented me from accomplishing my design, for of all 
“other subjects, there were none that suited the turn of my 
“thoughts so well.” This poem had, it seems, but little success. 
We have not looked at the “ Pilgrims of the Sun”’ since its first 
appearance, nor have we in Edinburgh been able to meet with a 
copy to refresh our recollections of it, but we do remember how 
much we were gratified with the powers which it evinced; and 
with all its occasional extravagance and wildness, Mr. Hogy has 
little need to feel ashamed of any thing contained in the most feti- 
cal of all his works. But, to proceed with the Memoir. 

“* My next literary adventure was the most extravagant of any. I 
took it into my head, that I would collect a poem from every living au- 
thor in Britain, and publish them in a neat and elegant volume, by which 
I calculated I might make my fortune. I either applied personally, or 
by letter, to Southey, Wilson, Wordsworth, Lloyde, Morehead, Pringle, 
Paterson, and several others; all of whom sent me very ingenious and 
beautiful poems. Wodsworth afterwards reclaimed his ; and although 
Lord Byron and Rogers both promised, neither of them ever performed. 
I believe they intended it, but some other concerns of deeper moment 
had put it out of their heads, Mr. Wiulter Scott absolutely refused to fur- 
nish me with even one verse, which I took exceedingly ill, as it frustra- 
ted my whole plan. What occasioned it, I do not know, as I aceounted 
myself certain of his support from the beginning, and had never asked 
any thing of him all my life that he refused. It was im vain that I re- 
presented, that I had done as much for him, and would do ten times 
more if he required it. He remained firm in his denial, which I thought 
very hard ; so I left him in high dudgeon, sent him a very abusive letter, 
and would not speak to him again for many a day. I could not even 
endure to see him at a distance, I felt so degraded by the refusal ; and 
{ was, at that time, more disgusted with all mankind than I had ever 
been before, or have ever been since. 

I began, with a heavy heart, tu look over the pieces I had received, 
and lost all hope of my project succeeding. They were, indeed, all ve- 
ry well; but I did not see that they possessed such merit as could give 
celebrity to any work ; and after considering them well, I tancied that 
I could write a better poem than any that had4becn sent or would be 
sent to me, and this so completely in the style of each poet, that it should 
not be known but for his own production. It was this conceit that sug- 
gested to me the idea of THe Poetic Mirror, or Livine BARDS OF 
Britain. I set to-work with great glee, as the fancy had struck me, 
and, in a few days, I finished my imitations of Wordsworth and Lord 
Byron. Like a fool, I admired the latter poem most, and contrived to 
get a large literary party together, on pretence, as I said, of giving them 
a literary treat. I had got the poem transcribed, and gave it to Mr 
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Ballantyne to read, who did it ample justice. Indeed, he read it with 
extraordinary effect ; so much so, that I was astonished at the poem my- 
self, and before it was half dene, all pronounced it Byron’s. Every one 
was deceived, except Mr. Ballantyne, who was not to be imposed on in 
that way ; but he kept the secret until we got to the Bridge, and then he 
told me his mind ” 

We understand that Lord Byron’s Lara, and Roger’s Jacque- 
line, originally printed together in a litthe volume, were express- 
ly written for this object ; but, that in place of having them join- 
ed with productions which perchance had disgraced them, they 
preferred to allot the profits to Mr. Hogg. Lt would seem to have 
been otherwise, or at least that the money was pocketed quietly 
by the authors themselves. Tnis scheme suggested the Poctic 
Mirror, which has been fully as successful asit merited. There 
are indeed a few good imitations in it; but others equally poor 
and miserable. In the extract just made, as Mr. Hogg informs 
us of a quarrel he had with our great Minstrel, we cannot refrain 
quoting another paragrapb, which is honourable to Mr. Hogg 
himself, and speaks much tor the forbearance and warm-hearted 
kindness from his illustrious friend. After narrating some other 
affairs, he says, 

‘** This brings me to an anecdote which I must relate, though with lit- 
tle credit to myself ; one that I never reflect on but with feeiings of res- 
pect, admiration, and gratitude. I formerly mentioned, that I had 
quarrelled with Mr. Walter Scott. It is true, | had all the quarrel on 
my own side ; no matter for that, I was highly offended, exceedingly an- 
gry, and shunned ali communication with him for a twelvemonth. He 
heard that ] was ill, and that my trouble had assumed a dangerous as- 
pect. Every day on his return trom the Parliament House, he called 
at Messrs Grieve and Scott’s to inquire after my health, with much 
friendly solicitude. And this, too, after 1 had renounced his friendship, 
and told him that I held both it and his literary talents in contempt. 
One day, in particular, he took Mr. Grieve aside, and asked him it I 
had proper attendants and an able physician ; Mr. Grieve assured him 
that I was carefully attended to, and had the skill of a professional gen- 
tleman, in whom I had the most implicit confidence. ‘1 would fain have 
cailed,’ said he, ‘but I knew not how I would be received ; I request, 
however, that he may have every proper attendance, and want for no- 
thing that can contribute to the restoration of his health. And, in par- 
ticular, I have to request that you will let no pecuniary consideration 
whatever, prevent his having the best medical advice in Edinburgh, tor 
{ shall see it paid. Poor Hogg, I would not for all that 1 am worth in 
the world, that any thing serious should befal him.’ 

“As Mr. Grieve had been enjoined, he never mentioned this circum- 
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stance to me ; I accidentally, however, came to the knowledge of it some 
months afterwards ; I then questioned him as to the truth of it, when he 
told me it all, very much affected. I went straight home, and wrote an 
apology to Mr. Scott, which was heartily received, and he invited me 
to breakfast next morning, adding, that he was longing much to see me. 
The same day, as we were walking round St. Andrew Square, I endea- 
voured to make the cause of our difference the subject of conversa- 
tion, but he eluded it. I tried it again some days afterwards, sitting in his: 
study, but he again parried it with equal dexterity ; so that I have been 
left to conjecture what could be his motive in refusing so peremptorily 
the trifle that I had asked of him. I know him too well to have the least 
suspicion that there could be any selfish or unfriendly feeling in the de- 
termination that he adopted, and I can account for it in no other way, 
than by supposing, that he thought it mean in me to attempt either to 
acquire gain, or a name, by the efforts of other men; and that it was 
much more honourable, to use a proverb of his own, ‘ that every herring 
should hang by its own head.’ ” 

We have made so many extracts, that we see the propriety of 
conciseness in what remains to be said. The Poetic Mirror 
was followed by two volumes of Dramatic Tales, of which, as 
we have never read them, we must say nothing. “ The small 
“‘ degree of interest, (he confesses,) that these Dramas excited in 
“ the world, (we regret to add,) finished my, (that is, Mr. Hogg’s) 
“ dramatic and poetical career.”” He now ventured on another 
field, and takes credit to himself in having “ had the honour of 
“ being the beginner and almost sole instigator of that celebrated 
‘“ work, Blackwood’s Magazine!” How this may be, we shall 
not pretend to determine ; but we are nota little surprised here to 
find Mr. Hogg avowing himself the author or projector of the 
renowned Chaldee Manuscript, which appeared in that publica- 
tion ; as we think, all circumstances considered, it would have 
been fully as well for himself, and for others concerned in it, to 
have kept prudent silence respecting that jeu d’esfrit and its ac- 
knowledged * deevilry.” | 

To come to Mr. Hogg as a novelist, in which character he has 
not been altogether unsuccessful, though we really cannot bring 
ourselves to recommend him zealously to labour in a field which 
at present is so ably occupied. The Brownie of Bodsbeck, he 
informs us, was retarded so long, that at length the appearance 
of the inimitable “ Old Mortality,” by the prolific author of 
Waverly, caused him to make material changes in the characters 
of his tale, in order to save himself from the charges of plagia- 
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rism, or at least of v‘le imitation. The hero of both tales hap- 
pened curiously to be the same; and it was vain to hope for 
much eclat after such a production. The redoubted Bulfour of 
Buriey, therefore, he had to transmute into the Brownie, with 
other alterations ; but all was vain, even although the other minor 
tales were really good of their kind, except the last, the meaning 
of which was pertecily unintelligible. The Brownic, with all 
the defects occasioned by this metamorphosing process, is an in- 
teresting tale, and ought to be read along with its rival, as it 
shews the sufferings which the persecuted Covenanters had to 
endure, when they had fled to their secret mountain recesses, 
in order to avoid the intolerant and impolitic measures of a ty- 
rannic government. The character of John Brown is, on the 
whole, well drawn, and produces considerable effect. 

His Winter Evening Tales seem to have had better success, 
as we lately received a copy of the second impression. It 
has undergone some necessary, though slight alterations, which, 
although they have not removed the vulgar character of some 
parts, and the extravagencies of others, have-at least put it in 
our power with less scruple to recommend to our readers two 
amusing volumes at a moderate price. They have one recom- 
mendation to some readers, that of recording many curious ad- 
ventures which happened to the author himself, as have been 
surmised, but which he thinks it wise to pass, sué silentio, in the 
present memoir. Some of the stories are absurd in the ex- 
treme, though we cannot help laughing at their very absurdity ; 
others we recognise as old acquaintances, being gathered from 
all quarters, from newspapers, trom old magazines, &c.; but, on 
the whole, there is a great variety of interest as well as incident 
contained in them, and they display considerable knowledge of 
the habits, manners, and superstitions of our country people. 

So much for his Tales. His Collection of the Jacobite Relics 
caine under our review too lately, and at too great length, to re- 
quire any farthe: notice at tis time. Not long since he publish- 
ed the first Number of the Border Garland, which, unless to 
change the solitary No. I. in the list of his works, or, that the fu- 
ture Numbers should be much superior in merit, we have no de- 
sire to see it continued. Another, and the last of his works of 
which we have to speak, was not more successful, his Hebrew 
Meiodies ; yet we are tempted to think tuat Mr. Hogg might use- 
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fully direct some of his future leisure hours to.sucha theme.-~ 
Lord Byron has confessedly failed in it, although his Hebrew 
Melodies possess much of his usual energy of thought ; and those 
of Moore’s are beautiful, but too full of conceits; as neither of 
these distinguished poets seems to possess that freshness and 
simplicity of sentiment, or to have drunk from those hallowed 
streams, whence alone such productions as are worthy of the name 
can be expected to flow. 

On sitting down to write the present sketch, we had contem- 
plated making occasional extracts from Mr. Hogg’s tales and po- 
etical works, but must, we find, deny ourselves; we shall there- 
fore conclude with such reflections as this memoir of his life has 
suggested. We have gone over with freeness, yet with imparti- 
ality and forbearance, the particulars which he has made public, 
with what degree of prudence we have already expressed. He 
no doubt has communicated them with all seeming candour and 
integrity ; for, although we have heard some of his averments con- 
tradicted, yet, with a little colouring for effect, and such a degree 
of embellishment as truth may receive when emanating from a 
poetic imagination, we are persuaded of the truth of what he re- 
lates. Had he consulted his friends on this occasion, as we pre- 
sume he did not, they unquestionably would have voted for its 
suppression. After all, what has this memoir to do with a new 
edition of the Mountain Bard? Was it to proclaim himself the 
author of the Chaldee Manuscript? Surely the world does not 
need to be put in mind of his other and avowed productions. It 
could net be to honour his friends, some of whom are dragged 
forward with very little ceremony. It was not to raise his own 
character, by laying aside that natural reserve which best befits 
the possession of genius ; and we will not lower Mr. Hogg so much, 
as to suspect it was merely to bring him ina tew pounds from the 
excitement of a depraved curiosity. It is characteristic, indeed, 
and altogether told in a naive and graphic manner ; and it is inter- 
esting to observe a vigorous mind, raising itself from obscurity, 
struggling onwards under disadvantages, and, relying mainly on 
jts own internal strength, at last overcoming them. But have 
we not been informed of this over and over again? He may, 
through compassion, escape trom the censure which would have 
fallen unmitigated on the head of almost any other individual, but 
certainly we must condemn his imprudence in trying that feeling 
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to such an extent. What have the people to do with his educa- 
cation—his personal quarrels or reconciliations—his private deal-+ 
ings, and soon? Will posterity view with more indulgence the 
productions which he bequeaths them? or, will the doing so fa- 
cilitate and render smoother his own progress through what re- 
mains to him of life? Surely not. And yet he repeatedly tells 
us that this memoir is meant solely as a foretaste of what may be 
expected ! We wonder Mr. Hogg has not a chapter in the pre- 
sent memoir, on a new and improved manner of accepting chal- 
lenges, and Ais original mode of preventing the effusion of blood 
occasioned by duelling, with other singular incidents fresh in our 
memory. These, it may be, are reserved for his larger work — 
He shews at least some discretion, when speaking of this intended 
procuction, that “ there is much that I have written that cannot 
“as yet appear ;”.and he manifests no less circumspection, when 
he adds, “ for the literary men of Scotland, my contemporaries, 
“ may change their charactcrs, so as to disgrace the esthmate at 
“ which I have set them, or my social companions may alter their 
“habits.” P. 77. A pretty fellow, indeed, to talk of estimating the lit- 
erary characters of his contemporaries ! Let us only judge from 
the manner in which he speaks of himself and those whom he in- 
troduces. Asa sect off to one of his friends, whom he considers 
agreater “ prodigy than any self-taught painter or poct in the king- 
dom,”—we have Mr. Jeffrey usually styled,“the Prince of Review- 
ers,” who, he says, “ in the long run,” will not be honoured ;_ and’ 
why not? Why, for not reviewing any other poem by James’ 
Hogg than the Queen’s Wake! In one place he tells us he 
considers himself “ exquisite at descriptions of nature, and of 
« mountain scenery in particular ;” in another he very contented- 
ly informs us, that at one time he heid Walter Scott’s “ friendship’ 
and talents—in what ?—“ in contempt /” Now we may laugh at 
all this absurdity ; but it were too much for such a person to sit 
down and estimate the literary characters of our countrymen. 

We have no wish to depreciate Mr. Hogg’s talents, though we 
cannot say much either for his judgment or his prudence. We 
think him possessed of a fine imagination, and a mind feelingly 
alive to the beauties of nature ; but we really do not look on him 
with that degree of astonishment with which he seems to con- 
template himself; whilst, having no intention to flatter him, we 
really wish to see his talents properly applied. We trust, there- 
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fore, he has not forsworn poetry. as he seems to intimate ; and 
would also counsel him to regard his own character with more jea- 
lous regard than he has hitherto done. We know from his own 
words that he does not receive advice with so much grace as to 
leadl us to offer him any unnecessarily. But should he ever re- 
solve to.appear again to the world, in his poetical character, we 
cannot think of any theme which he is likely more successfully to 
attempt, than those aerial beings 





* who pluck the winges of painted butterflies, 

« And fanne the moon-beams from our sleeping eyes,” 
respecting whom the finer portions of his existing poetry are 
composed. In one word, let us counsel him to abandon confes- 
sions and disclosures, and revert to an old project, that of filling 
up a volume with those delightful subjects which he contemplated 
for bis MipstmMkr’s Nigut Dreams. 





Axr. XIX —Wew Bank of the United States, in Philadelphia. 


[We are indcbted tothe publisher of that valuable manual, “ The Builder’s 
Ass stant,” for the annexed representations of the interior and exterior of the 
spiendid edifice which is described in the following article. The description 
is from the pen of the ingenious architect, Mr. William Strickland, by whom 
the plan was designed.] 

In the design and proportions of this edifice, we recognize the 
leading features of that celebrated work of antiquity, the Parthe- 
non at Athens. Ia selecting this example as a model for a build- 
ing such as a bank, requiring a peculiar internal arrangement and 
distribution of space and hgbt,it becomes a difficult task for an 
architect to preserve a@// the characteristics of a Grecian temple, 
whose original and appropriation was solely for the worship of the 
Gods, and tor the depositories of pubiic treasure. The peripteros 
or flanking columns of a Grecian building produces a decidedly 
beautiful feature in architrave. But they cannot be applied with 
their proper effect to places of business, witbout a sacrifice of 
those principles which have a constant application to internal 
uses and economy. 

The design before us is of the Grecian Doric, characterised as 
Hly/ aetheros, having eight fluted columns 4 feet 6 inches in dia- 
meter, embracing the whole front, taken from the Parthenon, or 
temple of Minerva, Hecatompedon at Athens, being divested of 
the columns of the peripteros and pronaus, of the sculptured 
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metopes of the freize, and the basso-relievo figures in the Hym- 
paiium of the pediment. 

The columns rise from a basement 6 feet in elevation support- 
ing a plain entablature, extending along the sides of a parallelo- 
gram 86 by 16u feet including the Lody of the building and porti- 
cos that project 10 feet 6 inches from each of the fronts. The 
vertical angle of the pediment is 152° forming an uninterrupted 
line from end to end of the ridge or apex of the roof. 

The ascent to the porticos from the street is by a flight of six 
steps, to a terrace or platform, extending 16 feet on each flank, 
aid in front of the edifice. 

It is on this terrace that the building is reared, and from which 
it derives a great portion of its effect. The gateways on the 
right and left, open into paved avenues, which extend from Ches- 
nut to Library streets, along each of the flanks serving to insulate 
the building from surrounding objects, it being inclosed along 
these avenues by a return of the iron railing exhibited in the 
front elevation. 

This edifice is situated in a north and south direction fronting 
on Chesnut and Library streets. 

Its length including the portico, is 161 feet, and breadth in front 
87 tect. The floor of the principal or ground story is elevated 9 
feet. surrounded on all sides by a terrace i4 feet wide, rising 3 
feet wide, and paved with large flag stones jointed together. The 
main entrance is from Chesnut street, by a flight of marble steps 
extending along the whole front of the portico. 

The door in the centre opens into a large vestibule with cir- 
cular ends embracing the Transfer and Loan offices on the right 
and left, together with a commodious lobby leading to the bank- 
ing room. 

The vestibule ceiling is a prolonged panneled dome divided in- 
to three compartments, by bands enriched with the Guiiloches 
springing from a projecting impost containing a sunken frette.— 
The pavement is tessilated with American and Italian marble 
throughout. 

The Barking room occupies the centre of the building, being 
48 feet wide, having its length 81 feet, in an east and west direc- 
tion, and lighted exclusively from these aspects. Its leading fea- 
tures present a double range of six fluted marble columns 22 inch- 
es diameter, at a distance of 10 feet each from the side walls, 
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forming a screen or gallery for the clerks’ desks which are placed 
within the intercolumniations. 

These columns are of the Greek Ionic Order, with a full enta- 
blature, and blocking course on which the great central and laters 
al arches are supported; the central arch being semi-cylindrical 
is 28 feet in diameter, 81 feet in length, snd subdivided into seven 
compartments with projecting concentric platbands over and of 
equal diameter with each column, the intervals being enriched 
with square sunken moulded pannels ; this ceiling is 35 feet 
from the floor to the crown of the arch, executed with great pre- 
cision and effect. 

An Isthmian wreath, carved in one entire block of Pennsylvania 
white marble, surrounds the clock-face, which occupies the’ space 
of the first pannel. over the entablature in the centre, the design of 
which is copied from the reverse of an antique gem, found at Co- 
rinth, and described by Stuart in his valuable work on the Anti- 
quities of Athens. 

The tellers’ counters are composed of marble, forming pannel- 
led pedestals across each end of the banking room comniencing 
at the first column from each of the end walls. 

The stockholder’s room is a parallelogram of 28 feet by 50 feet, 
being lighted from the south front, having a groin arched ceiling, 
with projecting platbands, enriched with the Guilloches springing 
near the base of the groin angle, across the semicircular intrados 
of the arch. Each end of the room is ornamented with niches & 
feet wide, the heads of which form an architrave concentric with 
the semicircular pannels in the tympanum of the shortest di- 
ameter. 

The committee rooms from the stockholders’, open right and 
left, flanked by two flights of marble stairs, leading to the clock 
chamber, and other apartments in the second story. The private 
stairway from the banking room leads to the directors’, engravers’, 
and copper-plate printers’ rooms being lighted from the roof by a 
plain convex glass light, 20 inches im diameter, and six inches 
thick, manufactured in Boston by Messrs. Jarvis & Co. the light 
being inserted in a marble curb, is placed on the apex of a cone 
which perforates the arch above the stair-way. 

All the internal door jambs, sills, and imposts are of marble.— 
The fire places are principally under the windows, and formed 
within the thickness of the external walls, and covered with thick 
Cast iron plates. 
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The banking room is amply warmed by two cast-iron furnaces, 
lined with fire-brick, being simply erected within an air chamber, 
through which the external atmosphere passes and becomes heat- 
ed by the furnace, it then rises through the arch intoa circular cast- 


iron pedestal, perforated on the sides, out of which it is suffered — 


to escape into the room. 

The whole body of the building is arched in a bomb-proof man- 
ner from the cellar to the roof, which is covered with copper.— 
All the grois arches are girdled at the springing line with iron 
straps, passing round within the body of the division walls. 

It may be here practically useful to observe, that all buildings 
of a public nature, should be thus constructed, as the only safe- 


guard against the ravages of the incendiary, and the no less fatal 
but inevitable attacks of time. 





Ee 


Arr. XX.— Views of Society und Manners in America; ina Series 
of Letters from that Country to a friend in England, during the 


years 1818, 1819, and 1820. By an Englishwoman. New York, 
1821. pp. 387. boards § 2. 


On seeing a picture of America so captivating and in many 
instances so just, as this lady has exhibited, we are at once led 
to inquire into the causes which have drawn delineations from 
her pencil so totally different from those which have been pre- 
sented by her countrymen. Shall we adopt the opinion which 
many men have maintained, that women have more native discern- 
ment than men ; a happier tact in discovering the true features of 
a character? Or shall we say that their superior candour exam- 
ines without prejudice, and their good-nature inclines them to 
place objects in the fairest point of viéw? Our self love may 
suggest all this, and our consciousness will confirm the repre- 
seytation that Miss Wright, to whom these “ Letters” are ascrib- 
ed, has given of the virtue, the intelligence, and the prosperity of 
our country. But her brethren on the other side of the Atlantic 
will not let us rest in this complacent state. They will remind us 
that female fancies have ever the hues of the rain-bow at their com- 
mand, and, with still greater truth, that this votary of liberty 
would have lauded a republic had she found it in the frozen wilde 
of Siberia! It is very evident indeed, that a disgust with the po- 
licy of her own government, and an enlightened sense of the rights 
of man had prepared her to sympathise with a people who had 
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successfully resisted their oppressions and to admire their insti- 
tutions. They have all the excellence she ascribes to them. 

This Jady is a great politician, but we shall not quarrel with 
her; much as we dislike a democrat in petticoats. We agree 
that women who are to be the companions of husbands, and the 
instructors of sons, ought to pussess every kiud of knowledge, 
which opportunity places within their reach, so far as it is compa- 
tible with a due attention to the peculiar dutics of their own de- 
partment. We regret, however, that this lady has devoted so 
large a portion of her work to our political institutions and our 
wars. things, which have been so often treated, and are every where 
to be found. If Aer countrymen are yet to learn the great princi- 
ples of our republic, they are more ignorant than we had suppos- 
ed them to be. But inthe United States, the leaves which contain 
these discussions will seldom be opened. 

We are the less surprised at the masculine choice of her 
subjects since we have heard of the Amazonian character of 
the lady. Without a male protector and accompanied only by 
a sister, she dashes across the Ocean, perambulates our ci- 
ties,—-clanibers over the rocky sides of our meountains—and 
locks down upon the roaring Genesee from the excavated root 
of an old pine, whilst the earth beneath, crumbling under her 
weight, fell into the water—and the blood of a spectator on 
the opposite shore, “ran cold” at the perilous situation of the 
intrepid traveller! So little have we been accustomed to praise 
from British writers, that we seem to be very ungracious in repel- 
ling the statements that now deal it out in ample measure, full, 
and running over. She is indeed the only one who has done us 
justice. She has seen the bearing of our political institutions 
en the personal character of our citizens with a philosophic 
eye, and we accept her eulogium with due homage to her dis- 
cernment and good-nature. But that very probity which she as- 
cribes to us, forbids that we should receive what is not our own. 
Miss Wright has fallen into many errors, some ot which are so de- 
royatory to the honour of a great portion of our citizens, that we 
should be wanting in duty to them, and to a cause for which we 
have endured much, if we should suffer them to pass unreproved. 
We shall at once be understood by our home-readcrs, to allude to 
the aspersed Federalists ; whilst those abroad—if any such there 
be, will require to be told that there are yet such men amongst us. 
At other mis-statements of this Author we do but smile while 
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we correct. Philadelphia is proverbially clean, and of course, she 
was to commend our neatness ;—an army of brooms therefore 
springs out of her creative imagination, and the pavement is washed 
before each door, every morning! Alas! if this were true our 
printers would lose many a complaining paragraph about our dirty 
streets. The fronts of our houses have‘a bright, orderly, and sub- 
stantial aspect ; therefore, they are painted anew, both brick and 
wood, eyery year! Now the honest truth is, that the brick houses 
are very rarely painted, and not a single one is thus adorned every 
year! Still our city is comparatively a very clean city, and Miss 
Wright had heard so, many a time and oft; but the good lady 
walked about in such entertaining company, that her ears alone 
were employed while her eyes forgot their office! For such 
blunders as these she is herself responsible ; for her tales about 
our political parties, our anger falls rather on the deceivers who 
misled her. As water finds its level, so does a stranger generally 
fall into that society for which his own prejudices or education has 
prepared him. But this rule would seem to have been reyersed 
in the case of our traveller. The colouring she has given to all 
her discussions of party questions, could have been obtained alone 
from the democratic party, yet we know that she conversed much 
amongst the federalists. Mr. A. M. to whose “ kindness and hospi- 
tality she was so much indebted,” and whom she introduces as **a 
most amiable specimen of the American country gentleman,’”* is a 
federalist-—The lady who is understood to be described in page 94—— 
as educating her young family in the morning and entertaining the 
literati in the evening—is a federalist.—(that is to say, her hus- 
band is a federalist—for men and their wives, usually hold the 
same political opinions,) and we have heard of other families of 
the same description to which Miss W. was introduced in Phila- 
delphia. Mr. H. to whom she carried a letter from the gifted lady 
above described, and through whose politeness she obtained a 
view of the “ pretty villa’ of “the Ex-King” at Bordentown, is 
ove of our most illustrious federalists. To these respectable 
names we could add several others who are mentioned in this 
“ View of Society in America,” and very confidently aver, that 
the writer did not obtain from any one of them such a “ view” as 
the following : 


* We never before heard of the “ diplomacy” of Mr. M. 
VOL. XII. 27 
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“ Among the first Federals, there were men no less respec- 
table for their virtues, than their talents; but these had gradually 
fallen off from the minority, to mingle themselves with the 
bulk of the nation, leaving only the old tories, and some dis- 
appointed politicians, to disgrace a title which patriots had worn 
and under its sfiecious mask 10 attempt the ruin of their coun- 
try.” p. 261. Did Fearon ever write anything more outrageous 
than this? Washington, Adams, Hamilton, Pickering, the de- 
stroyers of their country! And ayain, . 

‘¢ The name of a party once respectable, but now disgraced by 
itself, became universally odious; and its members -to rise from 
the contempt into which they had fallen, found it advisable to 
declare their own conversion to the principles of popular govern- 
ment and federal.union.” p 262. This was a conversion with a 
witness !—federalists converted to federalism! But Miss W. is 
not without documents to prove her extraordinary assertions. * It 
is dificult now,” she says, “ toa finda Federalist absolutely so call- 
ed. A certain soreness upon some political topics, a coldness of 
manner in pronuuncing the name of Jefferson, and I have observ- 
ed, of Franklin, is what may sometimes enable you to detect a ci- 
devant member of the fallen party!” p. 279. There is much of 
this sort of stuff scattered through her volume, too ridiculous for 
serious indignation; and only laughed at by sensible men of all 
parties. That there is less asperity now than formerly between 
the great political parties of the Union, is very true, but names 
have not ceased to be distinctive appellations, although there is 
little to keep them in existence. In the quiet exercise of their 
powers” (this lady tells us) “ the sovereign people set all things to 
rights.” p. 247. . How were they set to rights? By the adoption 
of all the measures for which the federalists had contended, by 
their successors in power. Forgetting that she had ascribed all 
the prosperity of the country to her favourite politicians, she her- 
self in another page thus speaks of Hamilton—* The measures 
of that able statesman restored the credit of the nation, revived 
commerce, invigorated agriculture, and created a revenue !” 
“ Whatever might be the political opinions of the furmer (Ham- 
ilton) whether purely republican, or leaning, as was suspected, 
towards aristocracy, it was soon universally acknowledged, that 
his measures had promoted the prosperity and lasting interests of 
his country.”? p 245. Itis idle to waste words in proving that 
which is self evident, but document for document is the fair argu- 
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ment: at the moment we are writing, a newspaper of the day, 
containing a notice of a Federal meeting \ies before us. Parties 
exist, and according to the most approved recipe they ought to 
exist—they are the palladium of liberty—the healthful diet of the 
body politicy which would sicken and die without the proper ali- 
ment. 

It is true that the number of Federalists has so greatly dimin- 
ished that they can scarcely be regarded as a distinct party, with 
reference to the general government. Nor is this to be regretted, 
since all the principles by which they were distinguished from 
their Opponents are now fully recognized in the administration of 
our national affairs. When Washington, Hamilton, Ames, Har- 
per, Otis, Sedgwick, Sitgreaves, Bayard, and the train of worthies 
who stood in the front rank of federalism, devised the measures 
which are now admitted by every man of sound understanding to 
be the very buttresses of our civil polity, they knew that they 
were making an experiment upon the good sense of the people 
which would shake their own popularity. In Jefferson, Madison, 
Giles, Gallatin, Livingston and Nicholas they had wary adversa- 
ries who readily availed themselves of the advantages which they 
possessed in having the popular side of the argument. The Fe- 
deralists are no longer in power, but we hazard nothing in saying 
that they are highly respected by those of their adversaries whose 
¢ood cpinions are desirable. As to the persons who have “ fallen off 
from the minority,’’ we shall only say of them that so far from, be- 
ing “ respectable for their virtues,” they are men who will hang 
loosely wherever they go. They are destitute of principle and 
love none but themselves. Tergiversators are not very bountiful- 
ly rewarded in any country, and of ours, with a very few excep- 
tions, we may say “ they are small among the Aeathen, and despis 
ed among MEN.” 

Although our author has succeeded better than her predeces- 
sors in discovering the true character of America, in the general, 
yet like them, she has imagined that she could discern every thing 
at aglance. She has drawn inferences from single facts, and has 
been misled by her own prejudices. Amongst the society of Friends 
she probably heard the sage of Monticello denominated Thomas 
Jefferson, and she therefore concludes that this is our common 
style. She hears a story of “a master who was dismissed froma pub- 
lic school for having struck a boy.” The little rebel turns upon 
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his teacher. Do you dare to strike mé ?—You are my teacher, 
but not my tyrant’? The school-room made common cause in a 
moment; the fact was inquired into and the master dismissed. 
No apology for the punishment was sought in the nature of the 
offence which might have provoked it.”” From this instance 
disgraceful to our understanding if true-—she argues that “ vio- 
lence is positively forbidden in the schools,”’ and observes, to the 
honour of our independent spirit “ By this early exemption from 
arbitrary power the boy acquires feelings and habits which abide 
With him through life,” Change the word exemption in her 
sentence to assumption, and we shall have the boy acquiring the 
feelings of an outlaw, and the habits of a despot! No, no, 
we have not vet abandoned the rules of the good old Book. 
The Bible is still read in our schools, and there the boy re- 
cognizes the prerogative of his master. “ Foolishness is bound 
up in the heart of a child, but the rod of correction shail drive 
it far from him.” But this is not the only place, where we 
are sorry to find this lady setting her Bible at defiance. Speak- 
ing of the penal code of William Penn, she says, “ In retaining 
the punishment of death, even for the murderer, his mild spirit 
seems rather to have issued the sentence of “ blood for blood” in 
conformity to the divine law, as given in the Old Testament, than 
from the argued conviction of its propriety.” The reasoning then 
of tallible men, is a better test of propriety than the divine law! 
She found herself however in some difficulty, and she adroitly 
throws it off, by telling us that * the law of Moses is not the law 
of christians, nor the law of nations ; and if we dispense with it in 
other cases, we may be allowed to do so in this.”’ From several 
reitiarks about Unitarianism, fanaticism, and so on, we indeed per- 
ceive that she is not deeply read in the law of christians. We shall 
therefore lay her under an obligation by informing her, that the 
morai law of Moses is the broad basis on which both the law of 
christians, and the law of nations, is predicated. We dispense with 
his ritual law because the new Testament has abolished it. Pur- 
suing her argument against capital punishment in cases of murder, 
she says——p. 43. 

* On the other hand, where executions are rare, they as natu- 
rally excite unmixed horror; the atrocity of the crime and of the 
criminal are lost in this one overpowering sensation; he whom 


the heart cursed, and at whose sight the blood ran cold, is changed 
in a moment to an object of compassion ; his deetls of darkness are 
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forgotten when his life’s blood is poured at our feet ;—the mur- 
derer in our eyes is no longer the lifeless wretch, it is the hired 
executioner. Can’ the law be wise which thus trifles with our 
moral feelirigs ? and that it does so, we need not look to the spe- 
culations of philanthropists, I have the testimony of many citi- 
zens of these republics for asserting, that when executions, rare 
and far between, as they are in this happy country, occur, they 
have no other effect than to excite amazement and horror at the 
suffering, and commiseration for the sufferer. Nay, so much is this 
the case, that the execution of a pirate, convicted of the most a- 
trocious crimes, has, upon one cr two occasions, assumed the ap- 
pearance of a martyrdom ; multitudes crowding to gaze upon him, 
as led from the prison, with all the respect that the citizens of 
Rome might have seen a victorious general enter their gates under 
the honours of an ovation. The criminal himself has caught the 
enthusiasm of the hour, and asceided the scaffold with the majes- 
ty of Kemble in Corivlanus, seeking the hearth of his enemy ; the 
scene closing with a funeral procession, and all the solemnities of 
Christian interment.” 


“ Ascended the stage with the majesty of a Kemble !” sheer 
rhodomontade—* a funeral procession, and all the solemnities of 
christian interment !” Ina single instance, and in a city notorious 
for its manifold iniquities, the unfortunate culprit was honoured 
with “ christian interment ;”’ but is this to stigmatize us with ha- 
bitual mockery of the laws of every civilized nation? Even here 
the scandalous proceeding was very generally disapproved, although 
it was not carried so far as te crect a stage for the poor wretch to 
emulate “ the majesty of a Kemble.” But perhaps Miss W. who 
is very fond of stage effect, intended no more than to exalt a cart 
into a stage! 

Some sage or other, has advised us to profit by what our ene- 
mies say of us. Now we are not so ungracious as to call this 
writer our enemy—she is our very hearty friend—but let her mis- 
takesinstruct us. She says, “ marriages are usually solemnized at 
the paternal mansion of the bride, in which the young couple conti- 
nue to reside for six or twelve months.”’ Now this we think, would 
be agreat improvement on our plan. Letthe young couple remain 
for a year in the paternal mansion. The lady would in that time 
take more efficient lessons from her mother’s housekeeping than 
she had done while surrounded by admiring beaux, and the ambi- 
tion to shine in a house of their own, would give way to sober cal- 
culation: a house and furniture in moderation would then suffice, 
and perhaps we should hear less of great establishments broken 
up in a few years ! 
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At page 60, we are told—*“ The legislature now meets in Lan- 
caster about 60 miles west from hence (Philadelphia,) but this 
also has already grown out of the centre of the fast spreading cir- 
cle of population, and by an act of the assembly the capital is or- 
dained to travel yet farther west to Harrisburgh, on the east 
branch of the Susquehannah. This town, the definitive seat of 
the state-government, is, I am informed, laid out with great care, 
much on the same plan as Philadelphia, and promises in the gran- 
deur of its public buildings to outstrip the parent city.” Harris- 
burgh is beautifully situated on the main river, at /ea+t fifty miles 
below the east branch. The legislature had been fixed there ten 
or twelve years before the date of this letter. The State is now 
erecting a superb capitol at the seat of government, but we know 
of no other public buildings, to make us tremble for “ the parent 
city.” Mind, not metter, was the nobler pursuit of our sage tra- 
veller. While she walked our streets with the celebrated de Ser- 
ra, our splendid edifices scarcely caught her eye—the intelligent 
conversation of its inhabitants filled her whole soul with the beau 
ideal, and our walls are adorned with fresh paint every year ! 

In the same manner while she talked with King Joseph, and 
sought excuses for the atrocious “ drama of his brother’s life,” 
the majestic Delaware and its cultivated shores—a scene for which 
an English nobleman would give uncounted guineas, is coldly call- 
ed a “ fine prospect”’—and his extensive improvements sink into 
a“ pretty villa.”? Ina descant onthe neatness of our city—to which, 
much praise is really due—poor Water-street fares hardly. “ In- 
stead of leaving a sloping bank of verdure rising gradually from 
the river, which would have left the city open to the view of its 
magnificent waters, as well as to wholesome and refreshing breezes, 
it is choked up with wharfs and ugly ruinous-looking buildings, the 
nest of infection during the summer. Fortunately these are of 
wood, and must soon run their time’—Leaving the debatiable 
ground of yellow fever and the utility of Mr. Beck’s plan of im- 
proving the shore of our majestic river, to wiser heads, we shall 
only contradict one assertion in this statement. Wooden buildings 
are scarccly seen in Water-street; they are all of brick, and many 
of them are large and convenient houses. Like other things of an- 
cient fabrication, houses, furniture, and clothing, they are more 
substantial than those of modern date, and will not “soon run out 
their time.” We may lament this fact, as it concerns the beauty 
and salubrity of our city—but it is nevertheless true. 









4an- 
this 
cir- 
 or- 
east 
t of 
are, 
ran- 
ris- 
tiles 
ten 
10W 
iow 
‘ent 
ras 

er 

ent 

aul 


its 
CS, 
he 


all 





View of Society and Manners in America. 215 


The day is well remembered by citizens not much beyond the 
middle age, when they were inhabited by some of our wealthiest 
merchants ; and several still remain. 

In September 1818 our traveller landed at N. York and there 

received her first impressions of the sublime features of our coun- 
try, from “ the broad and silver waters of her bay, and the heights 
of Neversink opposing a black screen to the crimson glories of the 
evening sky.” Here too, she first felt the kind-heartedness of 
our citizens in the mutual gratulations of the numerous boats 
which darted trom the different shores, and their returning friends 
on board the Amity. In New York, she saw “ nota poblic building 
worth noticing except the City Hall!” We have always understood 
that New York contained many handsome Churches, but this lady 
did not come to look for Churches—accordingly, they are every 
where passed without notice, excepting only the Roman Catho- 
lic Cathedral and the Unitarian edifice in Baltimore. From hence 
she comes to Philadelphia, where the descendants of William 
Penn, and the negroes—we mean no disrespect in placing them 
side by side—claim her chief regards. The-vast number of be- 
nevolent institutions with their commodious buildings are passed 
by, to make room for politics and jurisprudence—certainly much 
better known to the people for whose inforination her letters were 
ostensibly intended, than the former. Our University—at least 
among the oldest seminaries in America, and containing a Medi- 
cal school, unquestionably the first in celebrity, is not even nam- 
ed! Anenthusiast tor freedom, however, could not behold the 
State-house where the first American Congress sat, without a 
merited encomium on that august body. We next trace her on 
the spacious bosom of the Hudson, enraptured with the romantic 
scenery of the Highiands—we have a word or two onthe Acade- 
my at West Point—and then in detail the well-known story of Ar- 
nold and Andre. From Albany she struck across the State tothe 
far-famed falls of Niagara. The following passages will show the 
good humour and spirit with which she made her journey— 
sometimes smooth, and sometimes rough :—p. 127. 


“In this journey, as I have often found before, the better half of 
our entertainment was afforded by the intelligence of our coipan- 
ions. It was our good fortune on leaving Albany to find ourselves 
seated immediately by a gentleman and his lady returning from 
Washington to this their residence. He was a native of Scotland, 
but came to this country in his early youth, followed the profes- 
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sion of the law, settled himself many years since in affluence on 
his farm, (which seems rather to furnish his amusement than his 
business,) married into a family that had emigrated from New- 
England, and settled down in the neighbourhvod, and lives sur- 
rounded not only by all the comforts, but the luxuries of life. We 
were variously joined and abandoned by citizens of differing ap- 
pearance and professions, country gentlemen, lawyers, members 
of congress, naval officers, farmers, mechanics, &c. There were 
two characteristics in which these our fellow travellers generally 
more or less, resembied each other,—good humour and intelli- 
gence. Wherever chance has as yet thrown me into a public 
conveyance in this country, I have met with more of these, the 
best articles of exchange that I am acquainted with, than I ever 
remember to have found elsewhere. 

Our second day’s journey was long and fatiguing, but withal 
very interesting ; the weather delightful, and the scenery pleas- 
ing. The road bore every where heavy marks of the fagellations 
inflicted by the recent storms. It seemed often as if not only the 
rain but the lightning had torn up the ground, and scooped out 
the soil, now on this side, and now on that; into which holes, first 
the right wheel of our vehicle, and anon the left making a sudden 
plump, did all but spill us out on the highway. To do justice 
to ourselves, we bore the bruises that were in this manner most 
plentifully inflicted, with very tolerable stoicism and unbroken 
good humour. 

Gaining the banks of the Mohawk; we traced its course for six- 
ty miles, which, between the lower cataract of the Cohoes and the 
upper falls, flows placidly through a country finely varied, rich 
with cultivation, and sprinkled with neat and broad-roofed cottag- 
es and villas, shadowed with trees, and backed with an undulating 
line of hills, now advancing and narrowing the strath, and then re- 
ceding and leaving vistas into opening glades, down which the 
tributaries of the Mohawk pour their waters. Massy woods eve- 
ry where crown and usually clothe these ridges; but indeed, as 
yet, there are few districts throughout. this vast country where 
the forest, or some remnants of it, stand not within the horizon. 

The valley of the Mohawk is chiefly peopled by old Dutch set- 
tlers ; a primitive race, who retain for generations the character, 
customs, and often the language of their ancient country. Of all 
European emigrants, the Dutch and the German invariably thrive 
best, /ocate themselves, as the phrase is here, with wonderful sa- 
gacity, and this being once done, is done for ever. Great must be 
the penury from which this harmless people fly, who are thus at- 
tached to the ways of’ their fathers, and who, once removed toa 
land yielding sustenance to the swart hand of industry, plant so 
peacefully their penates, and root themselves so fixedly in the svil. 
Asa settler next best to the German, thrives the Scot; the French- 
man is given to turn hunter; the Irishman, drunkard, and the 
Englishman, speculator. Amusement rules the first, pleasure 
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ruins the second, and self-sufficient obstinacy drives headlong the 
third. There are many exceptions, doubtless, to this rule ; and 
the number of these increases daily—and for this reason it is a 
higher class that is at present emigrating. I speak now more 
particularly of England. It is men of substance, possessed in 
clear property of from five hundred to five thousand pounds, who 
now attempt the passage of the Atlantic. I know of thirteen fa- 
milies who lately arrived in these states from the Thames, not 
one of which is possessed of less than the former sum, and some 
of snore than the latter. I fear that the policy of England’s rulers 
is cutting away the sinews of the state. Why are her veomen 
disappearing from the soil, dwindling into paupers, or flying as 
exiles? ‘ithes, taxes, and poor rates—these things must be 
looked into, or her population will gradually approach to that of 
Spain, beggars and princes; the shaft of the fair column reft 
away.” P. 127. 


The tremendous cataract of Niagara—one of the wonders ofthe 
world, is an cbject of curiosity to all who have heard its name ; 
language must fail to give a complete idea ofits grandeur. Our 
readers shall judge for themselves how Miss W. has succeeded 
in description.—P. 173. 


“ Next morning we set off in a little wagon, under a glorious 
sun, and a refreshing breeze. Seven miles of a pleasant road 
which ran up the ridge we had observed the preceeding night, 
brought us to the cataract. Inthe way we alighted to look down 
from a broad platform of rock, on the edge of the precipice, ata 
fine bend of the river. From hence the blue expanse of the Onta- 
rio bounded a third of the horizon ; fort Niagara on the American 
shore ; fort George on the Canadian, guarding the mouth of the 
river, where it opens into the lake ; the banks, rising as they ap- 
proached us, finely wooded, and winding, now hiding and now re- 
vealing the majestic waters of the channel Never shall I forget 
the inoment when, throwing down rny eyes, I first beheld the deep, 
slow, solemn tide, clear as crystal, and green as the ocean, sweep- 
ing through its channel of rocks with a sullen dignity of motion 
and sound, far beyond all that I had heard, or could ever have 
conceived. You saw and fe/¢ immediately that it was no river 
you beheld, but an imprisoned sea; for such indeed are the lakes 
of these regions. The velocity of the waters, after the leap, un- 
til they issue from the chasm at Queenston, flowing over a rough 
and shelving bed, must actually be great; but, from their vast 
depth they move with an apparent majesty, that seems to temper 
their vehemence, rolling onwards in heavy volumes, and with a 
hollow sound, as if labouring and groaning with their own weight. 
I can convey to you no idea of the solemnity of this moving ocean. 
Our eyes tollowed its waves until they ached with gazing; and 
had not our litle guide and wagoner startled us, by hurling a frag- 

VoL. xtt, 28 
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ment of rock from the precipice, I know not when we should have 
awakened from our dream. 

A mile farther, we caught a first and partial glimpse of the ca- 
taract, on which the opposing sun flashed for a moment, as on a 
silvery screen that hung suspended in the sky. It disappeared 
again behind the forest, all save the white cloud that rose far up 
into the air, and marked the spot from whence the thunder came. 
We vow pressed torward with i: creasing impatience, and afier a 
few miles reaching a small inn, we left our rude equipage, and 
hasteued in the direction that was pointed to us. 

Two foot-bridges have latterly been thrown, by daring and dex- 
terous hands, from island to island across the American side of 
the channel, some hundred of feet above the brink of the fail ; 
gaining in this manner the great island which divides the cata: ‘act 
into two unequal parts, we made its circuit at our leisure. From 
its lower point, we obtained pariial and imperfect views of 
the feiling river; from the higher, we commanded a fie prospect 
of the upper’channel. Nothing here denotes the dreadful com- 
motion so soon about to take place ; the thunder, indeed, is behiid 
you, and the rapids are rolling and dashing on cither hand; but, 
before, the vast river comes sweeping down its broad and smvoth 
waters between banks low and gentle as these of the Thames.— 
Returning, we again stood long. on the bridges, gazing on the ra- 
pids that rolled above and beneath us; the waters of the deepest 
sea-green, crested with silver, shooting under our feet with the 
velocity of lightaing, till, reaching the brink, the vast waves seem- 
ed to pause, as if gathering their strength for the tremendous 
plunge. Formerly it was not unusual for the more adventurous 
traveller to drop down to the island in a well manned and weil 
guided boat. This was cone by keeping between the currents, 
as they rush on either side of the island, thus leaving a narrow 
stream, which flows gently to its point, aud has to the eye, con- 
trasted with the rapidity of the tide, where to right and left the 
water is sucked to the falls, the appearance of a strong back 
current. 

It is but an inconsiderable portion of this imprisoned sea which 
flows on the American side ; but even this were sufficient to fix the 
ey¢ in admiration. Descending the ladder (now easy steps) and 
approaching to the foot of this lesser Fall, we were driven awa 
blinded, breathless, and smarting, the wind being high and blow- 
ing right againstus. A young gentleman, who incautiously ven- 
tured a few steps farther, was thrown upon his back, and I had 
some apprehension, from the nature of the ground upon which he 
fell, was seriously hurt; he escaped, however, from the blast, up- 
on hands and knees, with a few slight bruises. Turning a coruer 
of the rock (where, descending less precipitously, it is wooded to 
the bottom) to recover our breath, and wring the water from our 
hair and clothes, we saw, on lifting our eyes, a corner of the sum- 
mit of this graceful division of the cataract hanging above the pro- 
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jecting mass of trees, as it were in mid air, like the snowy top of 
amountain Above, the dazzling white of the shivered water was 
thrown into contrast with the deep biue of the unspotted heavens ; 
below, with the living green of the summer foliage, fresh and 
sparkling in the eternal shower of the rising and falling spray.— 
The wind, which, for the space of an hour, blew with some fury, 
rushing down with the river, flung showers of spray from the crest 
of the fall. The sun’s rays glancing on these big drops, and some- 
times on feathery streams thrown fantastically from the main bo- 
dy of the water, transtormed them into silvery stars, or beams of 
light; while the graceful rainbow, now arching over our heads, 
and new circling in the vapour at our feet, sull flew before us as 
we moved. The greater division of tiie cataract was here conceal- 
ed from our sight by the dense voiumes of vapour which the wind 
drove with tury across the immense basin directly towards us; 
somctimes indeed a veering gust parted for a moment the thick 
clouds, and partially revealed the heavy columns, that seemed 
more like fixed pillars of moving emerai!d than living sheets of 
water ilere, seating ourselves at the brink of this troubled ocean, 
beneath the guze of the sun, we had the full advantage ofa vapour 
bath ; the fervid rays drying our garments one moment, and a blast 
from the basin drenching them the next. The wind at length 
having somewhat abated, and the ferryman being willing to at- 
tempt the passage, we here crossed in a little boat to the Canada 
side. The nervous arm of a single rower stemmed this heavy 
current, just below the basin of the Falls, and yet in the whirl oc- 
casioned by them; the stormy northwest at this moment chafing 
the waters yet more. Biinded as we were by the columns of va- 
pour which were driven upon us, we lost the panoramic view of 
the cataract, which, in calmer hours, or with other winds, may be 
seen in this passage. The angry waters, and the angry winds to- 
gether, drove us farther down the channel than was quite agreea- 
ble, seeing that a few roods more, and our shallop must have been 
whirled into breakers, from which ten such arms as those of its 
skilful conductor could not have redeemed it. 

Being landed two-thirds of a mile below the cataract, a scram- 
ble, at first very intricate, through, and over, and under huge mas- 
ses of rock, which occasionally seemed to deny all passage, and 
among which our guide often disappeared from our wandering 
eyes, placed us at the foot of the ladder by which the traveller 
descends on the Canada side. From hencea rough walk along a 
shelving ledge of loose stones brought us tothe cavern formed by 
the projection of the ledge over which the water rolls, and which 
is known by the name of the Table Rock. 

The gloom of this vast cavern, the whirlwind that ever plays in 
it, the deafening roar, the vast abyss of convulsed waters beneath 
you, the falling columns that hang over your head, all strike, not 
upon the ears and eyes only, but upen the heart. For the trst 
few moments, the sublime is wrought tothe terrible. This posi- 
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tion indisputably the finest, is no longer one of safety. A part of 
the Table tock fell last year, and in that still remaining, the eye 
traces an alarming fissure, from the very summit of the projecting 
ledge over which the water rolls ; so that the ceiling of this dark 
cavern seems rent from the precipice, and whatever be its hold, it 
is evidently fast yielding to the pressure of the water. You Can- 
not look up to this crevice, and down upon the enormous masses 
whch lately fell, with a shock mistaken by the neighbouring in- 
habitants for that of an earthquake, without shrinking at the dread- 
ful possibility which might crush you beneath ruins, yet more en- 
ormous than those which lie at your feet. 

The cavern formed by the projection of this rock, extends some 
feet behind the water, and, could you breathe, to stand behind the 
edge of the sheet were perfectly easy. I have seen those who 
have told me they have done so : for myself, when I descended 
within a few paces of this dark recess, I was obliged to hurry back 
some yards to draw breath. Mine to be sure are not the best of 
lungs, but theirs must be little short of miraculous, that can play 
in the wind and foam that gush from the hidden depths of this wa- 
tery cave. It is probable, however, that the late fracture of the 
rock has considerably narrowed this recess ; and thus increased the 
force of the blast that meets the intruder. 

From this spot, (beneath the Table Rock,) you /ee/, more than 
from any other, the height of the cataract, and the weight of its 
waters. It seemsa tumbling ocean ; and you yourself what a 
helpless atom amid these vast and and eternal workings of gigan- 
tic nature! ‘The wind had now abated, and what was better, we 
were now under the lee, and could admire its sport with the va- 
pour, instead of being blinded by it. From the enormous basin 
into which the waters precipitate themselves in a clear leap of 140 
feet, the clouds of smoke rose in white volumes, like the round- 
headed clouds you have sometimes seen in the evening horizon of 
a summer sky, and then shot up in pointed pinnacles. like the ice 
of mountain glaciers. Caught by the wind, it was now borne down 
the channel, then, re- collecting its strength, the tremulous va- 
pour again sought the upper air, till, broken and dispersed in the 
blue serene, it spread against it the only silvery veil which spot- 
ted the pure azure. In the centre of the Fali, where the water 
is the heaviest, it takes. the leap in an unbroken mass of the deep- 
est green, anc in many places reaches the bottom in crystal col- 
umns of the same hue, till they meet the snow-white foam that 
heaves and rolls convulsedly in the enormous basin. But for the 
deafening roar, the darkness and the stormy whirlwind in which 
we stood, I could have fancied these massy volumes the walls of 
some fairy palace—living emeralds chased in silver. Never sure- 
ty did nature throw together so fantastically so much beauty with 
such terrific grandeur. Nor let me pass without notice the love- 
ly rainbow that, at this moment, hung over the opposing division 
af the cataract as parted by the island, embracing the whole 
yreadth inits span. Midway of this silyery screen of shivered 
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water, stretched a broad belt of blazing gold and crimson, into 
which the rainbow drepped its hues, and seemed to have based its 
arch. Different from all other scenes of nature that have come 
under my observation, the cataract of Niagara i is seen to most ad- 

vantage under a powerful and opposing sun: the hues assumed 
by the vapour are then by far the most varied and brilliant; and 
of the beauty of these hues I can give you no idea. The gloom 
of the cavern (for I speak always as if under the Table Rock) 
needs no assistance from the shade of evening; and the terri- 
ble grandeur of the whole is not felt the less for being distictly 
seen. We now ascended the precipice on the Canada side, and 


having taken a long gaze from the Table Rock, sought dry 
clothes and refreshment at a neighbouring inn. 


We have again visited this wonder of nature in our return from 
lake Erie; and have now gazed upon it in all lights, and at all 


hours,—under the rising, meridian, and setting sun, and under 
the pale moon when 


“ Riding in her highest noon.” 


The edge of the Table Rock is not approached without terror 
at the latter hour. The fairy hues are now all gone; excepting, 
indeed, the rainbow, which, the ghost of wliat it was, now spans a 
dark impervious abyss. The rays ofthe sweet planet but feebly 
pierce the chill dense vapour that clogs the atmosphere ; they only 
kiss. and coddly kiss, the waters at the brink, and faintly show the 
upper half of the columns, now black as ebony, plunging into a 
storm-tossed sea of murky clouds, whose depth and boundaries 
are alike unseen. It is the storm ef the elements in chaos. The 
shivering mortal stands on the brink, like the startled fiend 


“On the bare outside of this world, 
“ Uncertain which, in ecean or in air,’’ 


“La buja campagna 
“ Tremo si forte, che dello spavento 
«La mente di sudore ancor mi bagna,” 


Standing on the very theatre of our last war it was not to be 
supposed that our fair advocate would avoid the subject She 
apologises for the burning of Newark in Canada, by our people, 
and seems to consider it as an act of “blind vengeance” for the 
horrible massacre of our prisoners at the River !‘aisin. She tells 
this story, which should be blotted from the annals of the British 
nation—and declaims with proper indignation against a govern- 
ment which had conferred rewards upon the oefficer, who had thus 
dared to disgrace his profession and his nation.’”* 


* Miss W. has committed another error in locating the philanthrophic deeds 


of M‘Intosh at the River Raisin. Cape Francois, during the insurrection of 


the negroes, was the place where he so highly distinguished himself. 
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By land, on the Canada shore, our traveller passed from the ca- 
taract to Kingston, and thence in a batteau down the St. Law- 
rence to Montreal. Returning she finds herself on classic ground” 
at Plattsburg on Lake Champlain. 

We should be unjust to this writer, after having made pretty free 
with her faults, did we neglect to give her very eloquent account of 
the victory of Mac Donough, and the burning of the steam-boat 
Plcenix. p. 211. 


« The enemy soon advanced up the shores of the lake to the ri- 
ver Saranac, at the mouth of which stands the village of Platts- 
‘burgh, backed and flanked by the forest, whose dark interminable 
line it sweetly breaks with its neat and cheerful dwellings, over- 
Jouking the silver bosom of a circular bay, which receives the wa- 
ters of the river. Continual skirmishes now took place betwecn 
the enemy and flying parties of militia, seven hundred of which 
soon collected from the surrounding torests. The state of Vermont, 
which lines tne opposite shores of the lake, then poured forth her 
mountaineers. Scattered through a mountainous country, it might 
have been thought difficult to collect the scanty population ; but 
the cry of invasion echoed from hill to hiil, from village to village ; 
some caught their horses from the plough, others ran off on foot, 
leaving their herds in the pastures, and scarce exchanging a part- 
ing blessing with their wives and mothers as they handed to them 
their muskets. 


“From the grey sire, whose trembling hand 

Could hardly buckle on his brand, 

To the raw boy, whose shatt and bow 

Were yet scarce terror to the crow, 

Each valley, each sequester’d glen, 

Mauster’d his little horde of men, 

‘That met, as torrents from the height, 

In highland dale their streams unite ; 

Sull gathering as they pour along, 

A voice more loud, a tide more strong.” 
heir guns on their shoulders, a powder-flask at their sides, some- 
times a ration in their pockets, crowd after crowd poured into 
Burlington, and all, as a friend who had witnessed the scene, de- 
scribed it to me, “came at a run, whether on their own iegs or 
their horses.” 

The beautiful little town of Burlington covers the breast of a 
hill on the oppesite shore, and somewhat higher up the lake than 
Plattsburgh. Here every boat and canoe was in requisition ; troop 
after troop hurried to the shore, and as the scattered crowds pour- 
ed into Plattsburgh, they collected in lines on the Saranac to resist 
the passage of the enemy, or struck into the woods, with orders 
to harass their rear. 

The fleet was now equipped ; and, when that of the enemy ap- 
peared in sight, moored in line across the entrance of the bay, 
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with such breathless alacrity had the Americans prepared to meet 
this encounter, that one of the vessels which then entered into ac- 
tion, had been built and equipped in the space of a fortnight ; 
eighteen days previous to the engagement, the timber of which 
it was constructed, had been actually growing in the forest upon 
the shores of the lake. 

The British flotilla, under the command of Captain Downie, 
mounted ninety-five guns, and upwards of a thousand men; the 
American, under Commodore M-Yonough, eighty-six gun:, and 
nearly eight hundr.d men. The first exchange of cannon between 
the flects was the signal of the armies on land. A desperate con- 
test ensued. The British, with daring bravery, twice attempted 
to ferce the bridges, and twice were driven back: then, filing up 
the river, a detachment attempted to ford, but here a volley of 
musketry suddenly asssiled them from the woods, and forced 
them to retreat, with loss. 

The issue of the day was felt by both parties to depend upon the 
naval engagement then raying in the sight of both armics. Many 
an anxious glance was cast upon the waters by those stationed near 
the shore. For two hours the conflict remained doubtful ; the ves- 
sels on either side were stript of their sails and rigging ; stagger- 
ing and reeling bulks, they still gave and received the shocks 
which threatened to submerge them. The vessel of the Ameri- 
can Commodore was twice on fire ; her cannon dismounted, and 
her sides leaking ; the enemy was in the same condition. The bat- 
tle for a moment seemed a drawn one, when both attempted a 
manceuvre which wasto decide the day. With infinite difficulty, 
the American ship veered about ; the enemy attempted the same 
ip vain; afresh fire poured upon her, and she struck. A shout 
then awoke upon the shore ; and ringing along the American lines, 
swelled fora moment above the roar of the battle. For a short space 
the British efforts relaxed; but then, as if nerved rather than dis- 
mayed by misfortune, the experienced veterans stood their ground, 
and continued the fight until darkness constrained its suspension. 

The little town of Burlington, during these busy hours, display- 
ed a far different, but not less interesting scene; all occupation 
Was interrupted; the anxious inhabitants; lining the heights, and 
Straining their eyes and ears to catch some signal that might speak 
the fate of a combat upon which so much depended. The distant 
firing and smoke told when the fleets were engaged. The mi- 
nuies and the hours dragged on heavily; hopes and fears alter- 
nately prevailing ; when, at length, the cannonading suddenly 
ceased ; but still, with the heip of the telescope, nothing could be 
distinguished across the vast waters, save that the last wreath of 
smoke had died away, and that life, honour, and property were lost 
or saved. 


Not a sound was heard, the citizens looked at each other with- 


out speaking ; women and children wandered along the beach, with 
many of the men of Vermont, who had continued to drop in during 
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the day, but found no means of crossing the lake. Every boat 
was onthe other shore, and all were still too busy there to ferry over 
tidings of the naval combat. The evening fell, and still no mo- 
ving speck appeared upon the waters. A dark night, heavy with 
fogs, closed in, and some with saddened hearts slowly sought their 
homes ; while others still lingered, hearkening to every breath, 
pacing to and fro distractedly, and wildly imagining all the proba- 
ble and possible causes which might occasion this suspense. 
Were they defeated—some would have taken to the boats; were 
they successful-—-some would have burned to bring the tidings. — 
At eleven at night, a shout broke in the darkness from the waters. 
It was one of triumpl.—Was it from friends or enemies? Again 
it broke louder ; it was recognized and re-echoed by the listeners 
on the beach, swelled up the hill, and “ Victory ! victory !” rang 
through the village. I could not describe the scene as it was de- 
scribed to me; but you will suppose how the blood eddied from 
the heart; how young and old ran about frantic ; how they laugh- 
ed, wept, and sang, and wept again.—In half an hour, the litue 
town was in a blaze of light. 

The brunt of the battle was now over; but it still remained 
doubtful, whether the invaders would atttempt to push forward, 
in despite of the loss of their fleet, and of the opposing ranks of 
militia, now doubly inspirited by patriotism and good fortune. At 
daybreak the next morning, were found only the sick, the wound- 
ed, and the dead, with the military stores and munitions of war. 
The siege had been raised during the night; and the baggage 
and artillery having been sent back, the army were already some 
miles om their way towards the frontier. The skirmishing that 
harassed their retreat, thinned their numbers less than the sudden 
desertion of five hundred men, who threw down their muskets, 
and sprang into the woods. A few of these sons of Mars are now 
thriving farmers in the state of Vermont; others fared, with more 
or less success, according to their industry and morals.” p. 215. 


‘ One of the finest steumboats ever built in the United States 
lately ran upon this inland sea, and was destroyed, ten days since, 
by fire, in a manner truly terrible. The captain of the vessel had 
fallen sick, and entrusted its management to his son, a young man 
just turned of one-and-twenty. Making for St. John’s with up- 
wards of forty passengers, they encountered the equinoctial gale 
which blew with violence right ahead. The fine vessel, however, 
encountered it bravely, and dashed onwards through the storm, 
until an hour after midnight, she had gained the broadest part of the 
lake. Some careless mortal, who had been to seek his supper in 
the pantry, left a candle burning on a shelf, which, after some 
time, caught another which was ranged above. 

The passengers were asleep or at least quiet in their births, 
when a man at the engine perceived, in some dark recess, of the 
vessel an unusual light. Aproaching the spot, he heard the crack- 
ling of fire, and found the door of the pantry a glowing and tre- 
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mulous wall of embers. He had scarcely time to turn himself, 
ere he was enveloped in flames; rushing past them, he attempted 
to burst into the ladies’ apartment by a small door which opencd 
into the interior of the vessel : it was locked on the inside, and the 
noise of the storm seemed to drown all his cries and blows. Hur- 
rying upon the deck, he gave the alarm to the captain, and flew 
to the women’s‘cabin. Ere he leaped down the stairs, the flames 
had burst through the inner door, and had already seized upon 
the curtains of the bed next to it. You may conceive the scene 
which followed. 

In the mean time the young captain roused his crew and his 
male passengers, warning the pilot to make for the nearest inland. 
Summoning his men around him, and stating to thein that all the 
lives on board could not be saved in the boats, he asked their con- 
sent to save the passengers, and take death with him. All ac- 
quiesced unanimously ; and hastened to let down the boats. While 
thus engaged, the flames burst through the decks, and shrouded 
the pilot, the mast, and the chimney, in a column of flames. The 
helmsman, however, held to the wheel, until his limbs were scorch- 
ed and his clothes half consumed upon his back. The unusual 
heat round the boiler gave double impetus to the engine. The 
vessel dashed madly through the waters, until she was within a 
few roods of land. ‘The boats were down, and the captain and his 
men held the shrieking women and children in their arms, when 
the helm gave way, and the vessel, turning from the wind, flew 
backwards, whirling round and round from the shore. None could 
approach to stop the engine ; its fury, however, soon spent itself, 
and left the flaming wreck to the mercy only of the winds and 
waves. With dreadful struggles, the naked passengers got into 
the boats, and received the women and children from the hands of 
the captain and the crew, who, while the flames whirled over 
their heads, refused the solicitations to enter the overburdened 
barks, and pushed them off from the fire which had nearly caught 
their sides. It was now discovered that one woman and a youth 
of sixteen had been forgotten. Hurrying them to the windward 
of the flames, the youth was bound toa plank, and a skilful swim- 
mer of the crew leapt with him into the lake. The captain, hold- 
ing the frantic woman in his arms, stood upon the edge of the 
scorching and crackling wreck, until he saw the last of his com- 
panions provided with a spar, and committed to the waters ; then, 
throwing from him with one arm a table which he had before se- 
cured for the purpose, and with the other grasping his charge, he 
Sprang into the waves. The poor woman, mad with terror, sciz- 
ed his throat as he placed and held her upon the table; forced to 
disengage himself, she was borne away by the waves; he tried to 
follow, and saw her for the last time, clinging to a burning mass 
of the vessel. One last shriek, and the poor creature was whelm- 
ed in flood and fire. Swimming round the blazing hulk, and call- 
ing aloud to such of his companions as might be within hearing, 
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to keep near it, he watched for the falling of a spar. He seized 
one while yet on fire, and, quenching it, continued to float round 
the wreck, deeming that the light might be a signal, should the 
boats be able to return; but these had to row, heavily laden, six 
miles through a mountainous sea. It was long before they could 
make the land, and that, leaving their helpless freight naked on 
the shore cf a desert island, in the dark and tempestuous night, 
they turned to seek the drowning heroes. 

The day broke while they were labouring against the roaring 
elements, seeking in vain the extinguished beacon that was to 
guide their search; at length a blackened atom appcared upon 
the top of a wave $ stretched upon it was a human figure. It was, 
I rejoice to say, the young captain—senseless, but the generous 
soul uot quite departed. He is alive and doing well. One other 
of these devoted men was picked up late in the morning, and 
wondrously restored to life, after having been cight hours swim- 
ming and floating on the water. Seven perished. 

_ The citizens of Burlington hastened with clothing and provi- 
sions to the sufferers on the island; took them to their homes ; 
and nursed them with affectionate solicitude. 

The blackened wreck of the Phcenix is now lying, in the midst 
of the lake, upon a reef of rocks, to which it was drifted by the 
storm. 


We must close our extracts from this popular work by another 
passage which is full of truth and good sense. p, 232. 


“Jf **** will study the history of this country, he will find it 
teeming with business. America was not asleep during the thirty 
years that Europe had forgotten her; she was actively employed 
in her education ;—in framing and trying systems of government ; 
in eradicating prejudices ; in vanquishing internal enemies ; ib re- 
plenishing her treasury ; in liquidating her debts ; in amending her 
laws ; in correcting her policy; in fitting herself to enjoy that li- 
berty which she had purchased with her blood ;—in founding se- 
minaries of learning ; in facilitating the spread of knowledge ;—to 
say nothing of the revival of commerce; the reclaiming of wil- 
derness after wilderness ; the facilitating of internal navigation ; 
the doubling and tripling of a population trained to exercise the 
tights of freemen, and to respect institutions adopted by the voice 
of their country. Such have been the occupations of America. 
She bears the works of her genius about her ; we must not seek 
them in volumes piled on the shelves of a library. All her know- 
ledge is put forth in action; lives in her institutions, in her laws ; 
speaks in her senate ; acts in her cabinet ; breathes even from the 
walls of her cities, and the sides of her ships. Look on all she has 
done, on that which she is ; count the sum of her years; and then 
pronounce sentence on her genius. Her politicians are not inge- 
nious theorists, but practical statesmen; her soldiers have been 
conquerors, but patriots ; her philosophers not wise reasoners, but 
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wise legislators. Their country has been and is their field of ac- 
tion; every able head and nervous arm is pressed into its service. 
The foreign world hears nothing of their exploits, and reads none 
of their lucubrations ; but their country reaps the fruits of their 
wisdom, and feels the aid of their service ; and it is in the wealth, 
the strength, the peace, the prosperity, the good government, and 
the well administered laws of that country that we must discover 
and admire their energy and genius.” p. 233. 


Upon the whole we consider these “ Views of Society and Man- 
ners in America,” as the product of more than common intellect. 
It is a very entertaining book, although, to us, it contains nothing 
new. We are gratified by her approbation, while we smile at her 
mistakes. Many of them, are evidently misrepresenticns to which 
she yielded. Her own observation could not have told her that 
“ Baltimore” (now an opulent and beautiful metropolis,) “at the 
time of the revolution comprised some thirty houses of painted or 
unpainted frame, with perhaps as many of logs scattered in their 
vicinity.” If this does not confound your understanding,” (she 
exclaims,) “it has well nigh confounded mine.” The dwellings 
of wealthy merchants, who had already made ample fortunes in 
that city, were of brick, at the date above mentioned. Had the 
vast number of villages and towns in the West, which have sprung 
up, since our Independence, and are now ornamented by large 
mansions, and splendid furniture, been mentioned to her, her un- 
derstanding might have been confounded indeed! But she 
came to be pleased—and pleased she was. She pre-determin- 
ed to praise and she praises indiscriminately. Perhaps she had 
got a little seasoning from the British Journals, which call us 
a vain and self-sufficient people ; aud by way of trying what potions 
of flattery we can swallow, she tetls us, that our servants, the very 
plagues of a suffering country—are yood, honest, high-minded 
souls, that “ will not receive an insulting word !”? What we our- 
selves, either lament or ridicule, are with her among the most de- 
lectable points of our system. She somewhere sees a ragged troop 
of militia going through their exercise, “ the blacksmith from his 
forge, the mechanic, his coat marked with saw-dust ; the farmer, 
with the soil yet upon his hands,” and being asked, what she 
thought of our soldiers—she * secretly brushed a tear from her 
eye!” This was singularly pathetic, yet it mischievously brings a 
story to our recoliection of an old lady in a neighbouring village 
who allowed a militia company to provide themselves with arms 
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from her wood-pile, provided they would dismiss and “ stack 
arms” ather door when the parade was over. But afterall, if her 
book should prove an antidote to the tribes that have gone before 
her, sie will have done us * good service.”” Let her applause be 
flattery, we take it all in good part, for while we would respectful- 
ly recommend a little of the same sort of sensibility to Miss 
Wright, we all profess to feel that inimitable apostrophe of Sir 


Walter Scot— 
Breathes there the man, with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said, 
This is my own my native land! 
Whose heart hath ne’er within him burned, 
As home his footsteps he hath turned, 
From wandering on a foreign strand ! 


If such there breathe, go, mark him well ; 
For him no Minstrel raptures swell ; 
High though his titles, proud his name, 
Bo.indless his wealth as wish can claim} 
Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 
The wretch concentred all in self, 
Living, shail forfeit fair renown, 
And, doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 
Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung. 

H. 





Arr. XXI.—Jtaiy. By Lady Morgan. 2 Vols. 4to. London, 1821. 


Lady Morgan, as afemale, is, to a certain degree, exempt from 
the severity of criticism: were it not so, many of her offences are 
of so masculine a character, that she could hardly escape, what 
she perhaps would call ultra-castigation. We are unfortunately 
unenlightened enough to dislike petticoated patriots and frilled 
philosophers. Nothing fatigues us sooner than rhapsodies ten 
thousand times repeated, which signalize the fseudo illuminati of 
the present day ; and nothing disgusts us more, especially in wo- 
men, than the jargon of doctrines inimical to the peace and happi- 
ness of social life. What Lady Morgan’s religious principles are, 
we cannot take upon us to say ; but we are sorry to observe in the 
writings of a person of her lively talents, a constant disposition to 
turn into ridicule what so many of mankind consider sacred, and to 
scoff at what the wisest and the best of human beings have thought 
essential to felicity en earth, and to beatitude in heaven. As for 
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the political tenets of this author, we have nothing to do with them. 
It is of very little consequence to the relations of Europe, wheth- 
er she bea liberal or a republican ; it only occurs to us, that for a 
democrat, she appears tu be very fond of quoting the aristocratic 
company to which she was admitted on her travels. 

With much of cleverness, she has, however, gone over oft-trod- 
den grounds, and were it not for the everlasting dering us with 
party opinions, her work would be infinitely more entertaining and 
agreeable. As it is, on finishing the first volume, the reader will 
have learnt little about the Italian cities, nothing at all about the 
manners and customs of their inhabitants, but a great deal about 
the writer’s revolutionary sentiments. In short, he will have 
found hatred to every established government, and mockery of al- 
most every religious institution in each page of the work, and in- 
struction and amusement (excluded by these absurd tirades,) in 
scarcely one. Qn closing the whole, it will appear to be truly 
“ Italy by Lady Morgan,” and no other Italy whatever, either in 
description or in realicy ! 

The statements of this lady are throughout so notoriously loose 
and incorrect as to invalidate all her assertions ; while the flippant 
and dogmatical way in which she writes aggravates the evil by 
adding what is unpleasant in tone to what is not precise in fact.— 
There is no reliauce on the rhodomontading sketches of ancient 
history, and, if it were possible, less on the views of modern 
events. 

In the very first page we hear of the * vast” territories of the 
Etruscans—of Rome becoming “the destiny of mankind :” and 
these are fair examples of the style to which we allude—the 
Etruscans never possessing a vast territory, nor Rome having ev- 
er been (if it means any thing) the destiny of mankind, though in 
a comparative degree, the former were powerful in Italy, and the 
latter bore a prominent rank among mighty empires. 

The second page (for we will not go far in quest of our reas- 
ons) affords an equally strong example of this lady’s style—we 
had almost said click. She tells us most grandiloquently :—* The 
dissolution of the mightiest social combination which had ever ex- 
isted, stands foremost among those rare events that serve as bea- 
con rocks, in the ocean of time, to break up its vastness, and give 
to the eye of philosophy a point of concentration and repose.— 
When Rome fell, the elements of existing society separated, te 
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recombine under new forms, and to unite in new proportions. - A 
race of another mould and fibre from that with which the redund- 
ant population of the east had colonized the more temperate re- 
gions of Europe, swarmed over the cultivated plains of Italy, and 
violated its luxurious cities. An unknown product from the 
foundery of a new creation thinned the ranks of refined degen- 
eracy.”’ 

We are really amazed at ber ladyship’s language, about moulds 
and fibres and founderies of new creations: probably it belongs to 
the modern school of feminine philosophy, probably it may be 
borrowed professionally from Sir Charles, who takes a share in 
the production of these volumes. But, indeed, this historical sketch 
of the Roman empire is unique in its kind. For illustration sake : 
“* On the fall ofthe Roman empire, the social and political organi- 
zation of Europe, her master language and universal laws, alike 
submitted to change, or to extinction. Every trace of the Asiat- 
ic characteristics, which distinguished her southern regions, was 
effaced; and the brilliant mythology she had adopted and natural- 
ized, which had so long peopled her temperate climes with the 
bright imagery of more fervid zones, faded away like the fantasms 
ofa gay dream. Then arose a system to govern the minds of 
men, remote alike fromthe divine revelation of Jehovah, as from 
the splendid rites of Jove. Founded in sacrifice, enforced by per- 
secution, with terror for its spring, and human degradation for its 
object, dark, despotic, exclusive, and sanguinary, it rose above all 
temporal power ; and arrogating a divine origin, called itself Zhe 
Church, 

« The northern hordes were well adapted to receive and propo- 
gate a doctrine, gloomy and powerful as the creed of their fathers ; 
and while the altars of Odin still smoked, his followers present- 
ed:themselves, smeared with the blood of victims, at the baptis- 
mal font,* whence they went forth to plunder, and to kill; to 


* When the bands of the fierce and petty chieftain Clovis were flying be- 
fore the Germans in the plain of Tolbach, he, having in vain invoked the aid 
of his own battle-god, exclaimed, in his despair, “ God of Clotilda, I vow, if 
thou gainest the battle for me, to have none other god but thee.” The bat- 
tle was won. Clotilda, who was carrying on the war in the south, hastened 
to her husband’s christening, burning some towns in Burgundy on her way, 
which belonged to her own uncle. Clovis was baptized at Rheias, with ¢hree 
thousand of his followers, for whose faith he pledged himself to St. Remi; de- 
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propagate doctrines by the sword, and to punish resistance by 
the faggot.” 

It would puzzle a plain man to tell what the dickons this note 
had to do with the fall of Rome; but legitimacy, and the church, 
and religion, are #rejudices which her ladyship never spares ; and 
is sure to lug in a hit at them, however foreign the question and 
inconvenient the place. \ Her notions on these points are peculiar 
—for instance, she goes on to afirm-——* The town of Lombardy 
demanded permission ofthe emperor to defend themselves ; and 
political necessity produced their enfranchisement. The immuni- 
ty became universal ; the effect was electric. Every town had its 
charter, every village its diploma, to use the right given by the 
God of nature, the true and only right divine, the right of self- 
defence.” 

This is the drollest limitation of the right divine we ever met 
with; but we will wade no farther into this absurd cento ot writ 
ters, whose meanings are almost always twisted, misrepresented, 
or misunderstood, and only quote one other passage to indicate 
the author’s purpose :-—* To trace the result of this European re- 
volution in Italy, which broke up for ever the stale institutes of 
feudality, and the power of the Church, is the object of the follow- 
ing pages; to which the foregoing brief sketch of Italian story has 
been deemed necessary.” 

At Rome, Lady M. says,—“* We were one day returning from 
visiting the galleries of the Palazzo dei Conservatori, and were 
issuing from its portico, when a dirty stable-boy, a sieve of oats 
in one hand, and a bunch of keys in the other, asked us, as he pas- 
sed, if we wanted to see the Tarpeian Rock, (or, as he familiarly 
called it, “ Mostra Rupe Tarpfieja,’”’) which is said to lie behind 
the palace of the Conservators, commanding the Piazza della Con- 
solazionne. Although I had no greater desire to see this Tyburn 
or Place de Gréve of antiquity) than any other place of execution, 
yet there was something in a stable-boy Cicerone leading the way 
to this great shrine of classic homage, which was Irresistible ; and 
we accepted his invitation. As lie led us through a dirty yard 


claring, that when he had time, he would inform them what the ceremony 
meant, It was upon this occasion that Clovis received the St. Ampoule, 
which has conferred divine right upon all his successors. An angel descend- 
ed from heaven with the holy ointment to St. Remi, which lasted till the Re- 
volution, when it emigrated with the other legitimate relics, to return with 
them at the Restoration. 
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over piles of rubbish and heaps of manure, I could scarcely help 
exclaiming with the Manlius of an Irish tragedy, when at the 
brink of this precipice, « Oh! Jasus, where am | going to ?”* We 
leaned over a broken wall, and our virtuoso of the stables pointing 
to a projecting clump of rock, exclaimed, “ Ecco nostra Rupe 
Tarpeja!” He then held out his hand for a paolu, and whistled 
us out of the Sanctuary, to the tune of * Fra tanti palpiti.’ 

“ It were vain, under such unfavourable circumstances, to con- 
jure up one classical association, to affect one of those ¢hridle 
which vibrate in the hearts of all true Corinnas, when the very 
sound of the Zarfician Rock meets their ear ; but even had it been 
seen under the consecrated authority of those arch-mistagogues of 
all classic lore, Signori Fea and Neddi, to the heart of an unlearn- 
ed woman it could bring no throb of pleasure ; nor could its view 
increase the sum of interest or respect which the Capitoline he- 
roes still awaken in the minds of the most erudite. One of the 
most prominent landmarks of human civilization, is the mode of 
punishment ordained by judicial laws. Public executions are not 
acts of vengeance—they are, at best, but fatal necessities ; intend- 
ed more to admonish the survivors, than to torture the criminal. 
In general they are the remains ot great barbarism not yet reform- 
ed, and they are found even in that country where they are most 
frequent (England,) to be sources of crime rather than its retri- 
butions or preventatives. The heart ef him who returns from 
witnessing an execution is rarely the better for the spectacle.— 
Butthe English gallows, terrible as it is (and infinitely less hu- 
mane than the French guillotine,) is still a merciful refinement, 
compared to the wild horses, wheels, thumb-screws, holes dug 
for living burials, and all the horrible devices of tortures which 
Christian governments and Christian sects have invented or em- 


ployed to agonize that dupe and victim of all systems—man !” 


_ 





ArT. XX1.— Memoirs of Anacreon ; by J. E. Hau. 
(Continued from Vol- XI. p. 277.) 


The hymn by Sappho, being the best that had been written up- 
on the occasion, the laurel, as I have before said, was unanimous- 
ly decreed to her. She received, also, a brass discus upon which 
an artist had engraved, an exquisite picture of the mother of Love: 
This divinity was represented at that period so intesesting to the 


* This exclamation could only proceed from a mind habitually vulgar. En: P. F. 
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world, when she was partly risen from the waves. The Loves 
were seen striving to facilitate her splendid emergence and flut- 
tering their wings to testify their joy at her natal hour. But I 
will not continue a description in dull prose, when it can be given 
so vividly in the lines of Anacreon. 


ON A DISCUS REPRESENTING VENUS. 


And whose immortal hand could shed 
Upon this disk the ocean’s bed ?* 
And, in a frenzied flight of soul 
Sublime as heaven’s eternal pole, 
Imagine thyg, in semblance warm, 
The Queen of Love’s voluptuous form} 
Floating along the silv’ry sea 

In beauty’s naked majesty ! 

Oh ! he has given the raptur’d sight 

A witching banquet of delight ; 

And all those sacred scenes of love, 
Where only hallow’d eyes may rove,t 
Lie faintly glowing, half-conceal’d, 
Within the lucid billows veil’d. 

Light as the leaf, that summer’s breeze 
Has wafted o’er the glassy seas, 

She fioats upon the ocean’s breast, 
Which undulates in sleepy rest, 

And stealing on, she gently pillows 
Her bosom on the amorous billows. 





*The abruptness of apa tis tegeves @eyroy, is finely expressive of sudden 
admiration, and is one of those beauties, which we cannot but acmire in 
their source, though, by frequent imitation, they are now become lan- 
guid and unimpressive. 


+ Dr Garth has caught this idea. 
So when bright Venus rises from the flood 
Around in thongs the wond’ring Nereids crowd ; 
The Tritons gaze, and tune the vocal shell, 
And every Grace unsung the waves conceal. 
Dispensary B. 6. 


t+ The picture here has all the delicate character of the semi-reduc- 
ta Venus, and is the sweetest emblem of what the poetry of passion 
ought to be ; glowing but through a veil, and stealing upon the heart 
from concealment. Few of the ancients have attained this modesty of 
description, which is like the golden cloud that hung over Jupiter and 
Juno, impervious to every beam but that of fancy. 
VOL. XII. 30 
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Her bosom, like the humid rose,* 

Her neck, like dewy-sparkling snows, 
Illume the liquid path she traces, 

And burn within the stream’s embraces! - 
in languid luxury soft she glides, 
Encircled by the azure tides, 

Like some fair lily faint with weeping, 
Upon a bed of violets sleeping! 
Beneath their queen’s inspiring glance, 
The dolphins o’er the green sea dance, 
Bearing in triumph young Desire, 
And baby Love with smiles of fire ! 
While, sparkling on the silver wayes, 
The tenants of the briny caves 
Around the pomp in eddies play, 

And gleam along the watery way. 


It having been resolved to bestow some additional testimony of 
respect upon Anacreon, similar to that which Sappho had received, 
ran artist, who from his skill, was surnamed Vulcan, waited upon 
him, in order to know what would be most congenial with his wishes. 
Anacreon would have declined an honour which was to be pur- 
chased at the expense of an established custom and in favour of 
a stranger. But the Lesbians, insisted upon his acceptance of 
some token of their friendship and admiration, and he then ad- 
dressed the following lines to the graver. 


TO VULCAN. 


Vulcan ! hear your glorious task ; 
I do not from your labours ask 

In gorgeous panoply to shine, 

For war was ne’er a sport of mine. 
No—let me have a silver bowl, 
Where I may cradle all my soul ; 





*** Podswy”’ (says an anonymous annotator) ‘is a whimsical epithet for 
the bosom,”” Neither Catullus nor Gray have been of his opinion. The 
former has the expression, 


En hic in roseis latet papillis. 
And the latter, 


Lo! where the rosy-bosom’d hours, &c. 
Crottus, a modern Latinist, might indeed be censured for too vague 


an use of the epithet * rosy,” when he applies it to the eyes: ‘‘e roseis 
oculis.” 
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But let not o’er its simple frame 

Your mimic constellations flame ; 

Nor grave upon the swelling side 
Orion, scowling o’er the tide. 

I care not tor the glitt’ring wane, 

Nor yet the weeping sister train. 

But oh !det vines luxuriant roll 

Their blushing tendrils round the bowl 
While many a rose-lip’d bacchant maid 
Is culling clusters in their shade. 

Let sylvan gods, in antic shapes, 

Wildly press the gushing grapes ; 

And flights of loves, in wanton ringlets, 
Flit around on golden winglets ; 

While Venus, to her mystic bower, 
Beckons the rosy vintage- Power. 


Alcceus, who became uneasy at the success of Anacreon, for 
which he had long exerted all the arts of persuasion in vain, one 
day reproached bim for lavishing so much of his time and talents — 
upon frivolous pursuits. 

Anacreon answered him, that there was a time when he avoid- 
ed the society of women, and devoted himself to the composition 
of poetry of a more exalted kind, than amatory effusions. But 
Cupid and Bacchus he said, had conquered him and taught him 
how to live. 

“| remember,” he continued, “ the day that I felt, for the first 
time, the passion of love. I composed, on the occasion a song 
which I will give you.” 


THE RACE.* 


Arm/’d with hyacinthine rod, 

(Arms enough for such a god,) 

Cupid bade me wing my pace, | 

And try with him the rapid race. 

O’er the wild torrent, rude and deep, 
_ By tangled brake and pendent steep, 





—_ ~ 


se 


* The design of this little fiction is to intimate, that much greater pain 
attends insensibility than can ever result from the tenderest impres- 
sions of love. Longepierre has quoted an ancient epigram (1 do not 
know where he found it), which has some similitude to this ode: 


Lecto compositus. vix prima silentia noctis 
Carpebam, et somno lumina victa dabam ; &c., 
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With weary foot. I panting flew, 

My brow was chill with drops of dew. 
And now my soul, exhausted, dying, 
To my lip was faintly flying ;* 

And now I thought the spark had fled, 
When Cupid hover’d o’er my head, 
And tanning light his breezy plume, 
Recall’d me from my languid gloom ; fT 
Then said, in accents haltf-reproving, 
“Why hast thou been a foe to loving ?” 


Since that time I have unceasingly worshipped at the shrines 
of love and wine. I would hold no communion with him 
whose heart cannot be warmed by wine and cheered by the smiles 
of beauty. And if you, my friend, would convert all these war- 


coast - 





Upon my couch I lay, at mght profound, 

My languid eyes in magic slumber bound, 

When Cupid came and snatch’d me from my bed, 

And forced me many a weary way to tread. ; 
** What !” said the god, “ shall you, whose vows are known, 
“Who love so many nymphs, thus sleep alone ?” 

I rise and follow ; all the night I stray, 

Unshelter’d, trembling, doubtful of my way. 

Tracing with naked foot the painful track, 

Loth to proceed, yet fearful to go back. 

Yes, at that hour, when Nature seems interr’d, 

Nor warbling birds, nor lowing flocks are heard ; 

I, l alone, a fugitive from rest, 

P.\ssion my guide, and madness in my breast, 

Wander the world around, unknowing where, 

The slave of love, the victim of despair! M. 


*In the original, he says his heart flew to his nose ; but our manner 
more naturally transfers it to the lips. Such is the effect that Plato tells 
us he felt from a kiss, in a distich, quoted by Aulus Gellius: 


Tar puxny Azcbave pinay, ers ystaeriy eryor. 
HaGez2e » TAnucy we diaCrromena. 
Whene’er thy nectar’d kiss I sip, 
And drink thy breath, in melting twine, 
My soul then flutters to my lip, 
Ready to fly and mix with thine. 


+“ The facility with which Cupid recovers him, signifies that the 
sweets of love make us easily forget any solicitudes which he may oc 
casion.” La Fosse. 
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like instruments, which terrify the Graces from your walls, into 
goblets and lyres, you would.live happier and longer.” ° 

With these words he left him and repaired to Sappho. 

‘Tam glad you have come,” said the nymph. “ Lo! I am trying 
an ode on your new instrument. Its tones are so sweet, that they 
make even my poetry melodious. Will you listen to me ?” 

“ T will,” said Anacreon, “ for to hear your voice and to see 
your beaming eyes are my chief delights.” 

ON ANACREON. 


I saw the smiling bard of pleasure, 
The minstrel of the Teian measure ; 
*T was in a vision of the night, 

He beam’d upon my wondering sight ; 
I heard his voice, and warmly prest 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 
His tresses wore a silvery die, 

But beauty sparkled in his eye ; 
Sparkled in his eyes of fire, 

Through the mist of soft desire. 

His lip exhal’d, whene’er he sigh’d, 
The fragrance of the racy tide ; 

And, as with weak and reeling feet 
He came my cordial kiss to meet, 
An infant, of the Cyprian band, 
Guided him on with tevder hand, 
Quick from his glowing brows he drew 
His braid, of many a wanton hue ; 

I tock the braid of wanton twine, 

It breath’d of him and blush’d with wine ! 
I hung it o’er my thoughtless brow, 
And ah! I feel its magic now ! 

I feel that even his garland’s touch 
Can make the bosom love too much ! 


As she concluded she placed a wreath of roses upon the head 
of the enraptured bard. We pressed her hand and thanked her 
for the elegant compliment. 

“ ] will sing in return ;” said he “ but I must henceforth yield 
the lyre to your superior hand.” 

ON THE ROSE. 
Buds of roses, virgin flowers, 
Cull’d from Cupid’s balmy bowers, 
In the bowl of Bacchus steep, 
Till with crimson drops they weep 
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*‘ The flowers bloom so fragrantly in your ode, dear Anacreon” 
said Sappho “ that I fear to give you one which I had intended te 
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Twine the rose, the garland twine, 
Every leaf distilling wine ; 

Drink and smile, and learn to think 
That we were born to smile and drink. 
Rose ! thou art the sweetest flower 
That ever drank the amber shower ; 
Rose! thou art the fondest child 

Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph wild! 
Even the Gods, who walk the sky, 

Are amorous of thy scented sigh, 

Cupid too, in Paphian shades, 

His hair with rosy fillet braids, 

When with the blushing, naked Graces, 
The wanton winding dance he traces. * 
Then bring me, showers of roses bring, 
And shed them round me while I sing ; 
Greai ‘Bacchus! in thy hallow’d shade, 
With some celestial, glowing maid,f 
While gales of roses round me rise, 

In perfume, sweeten’d by her sighs, 
T’ll bill and twine in airy dance, 
Commingling soul with every glance ! 


send with this chaplet.” 


Sappho then took his lyre and sung a fragment of an ode. 


ON THE ROSE. 


W ould Jove appoint some flow’r to reign, 
in matchless beauty on the plain, 

The Rose, mankind will all agree 

The rose, the queen of flowers should be. 
The pride of plants, the grace of bowers 
The blush of meads, the eye of flowers. 
Its beauties charm the Gods above 

Its fragrance is the breath of love ; 

Its foliage wantons in the air 

Luxuriant, like the flowing hair. 





me 


This sweet idea of Love dancing with the Graces, is almost pecu- 


liarto Anacreon.” Degen. 


T The epithet Bz6vee,rcc, which he gives to the nymph, is literally 


“ full_bosomed 2” if t:is was really Anacreon’s taste, the heaven of Ma- 


homet would suit him in every particular. See the Koran, cap. 72. 
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It shines in blooming splendour gay 
While zephyrs en its bosom pluy * | 
Such was the intercourse between these congenial minds! 
The Loves and the Graces smiled, and Apoilo delighted to con- 
template their union. One evening when we were about to enjoy 
a carousal at her house, Sappho sang for us an invitation to Venus 
to preside over the festival. 
TOVENUS. 
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Hither Venus! queen ot kisses, 
This shall be the night of blisses ! 
This the night, to friendship dear, 
Thou shalt be our Hebe here. 
Fill the golden brimmer high, 
Let it sparkle like thine eye! 
Bid the rosy current gush, 

Let it mantle like thy blush! 
Venus hast thou e’er above 

Seen a feast so rich in love ? 

Not a soul that is not mine ! 

Not a soul that is not thine !f 


She then sent the lyre to Anacreon who amused us with seve- 
val songs, two of which I shail here insert. 
CUPID. 


As late I sought the spangled bowers, 

To cull a wreath of matin flowers, 

Where many an early rose was weeping, 

I found the urchin Cupid sleeping. 

I caught the boy, a goblet’s tide 

Was richly mantling by my side, 

I caught him by his downy wing, 

And whelm’d him in the racy spring. 

Oh! then I drank the poison’d bowl, 

And Love now nestles in my soul! 

Yes, yes, my soul is Cupid’s nest, 

I feel him fluttering in my breast. 
OLD AGE, 


The women tell me, every day, 
That all my bloom has past away, 


*'Viis ode, whichis generally ascribed to Sappho, has been preserved 
by Achilles Tatius. In the beginning of the second book of that ro- 
mancer, Clitophron, he informs us that his mistress sung this eulogy on 


the rose at an entertainment. Fawhes has placed it among the fragments 
of Sappho. 


+See Mr. Moore’s note on ode xxxii. 
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“Behold,” the pretty wantons cry, 

“ Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 

** The locks upon thy brow are few, 

** And, like the rest, they’re withering tao !” 
Whether decline has thinn'd my hair, 
I’m sure I neither know nor care ; 

But this I know, and this I feel, 

As onward to the tomb I steal, 

That still as death approaches nearer, 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer ;* 
And had I but an hour to live, 

That little hour to bliss I'd give! 


While Anacreon was thus enjoying himself with Sappho, I was 
seduiously engaged in the study of the Greek poets who had for- 
merly flourished, and improving my knowledge by conversing 
with those of the present time. When the thoughts of the lovely 
Myriila obtruded upon my mind, I regarded her as either dead or 
faithless, and strove to assuage the poignancy of my feelings in 
the society of the companions of Sappho. Her genius and charms 
had co!lected around her a number cf females, among whom were 
some of the most tender and impassioned poetesses that Greece 
could boast. Seven of them in particular were so distinguisded 
by the elegant symmetry of their persons and the splendour of 
their talents, that Antipater of Thessalonica, who then wooed the 
fair Anyta, with not less gallantry than truth, bestowed upon the 
captivating assemblage the tile of THE EARTHLY MuUsES. From 
these my heart involuntarily selected the youthful Erinaa, as one 
whose genius and beauty recalled the image of the lost Myrilla. 
She possessed that heavenly beauty which seemed scarcely to be- 
long toa mortal frame. The fire that enlightened her eye, and 
the glow which burnished her cheek, bespoke the high source 
from which she derived her origin. From it she inherited that 
eloquent blood which overspread a countenance ever fair and evy- 
er lovely ; trom that inspiring influence arose the admiration and 
awe which bent in adoration of her extatic charms. 





*Pontanus has a very delicate thought upon the subject of old age : 
Quid rides, Matrona ! senem quid temnis amantem ? 
Quisquis amat, nulla est conditione, senex. 

Why do vou scorn my want of youth, 
And with a smile my brow behold ? 
Lady dear! believe this truth, 
That he who loves cannot be old. 
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With that retired modesty which is ever the companion of su- 
perior genius, she was regardless of the splendour of wealth, and 
uoambitious of the wreath of fame. Her principal occupation 
was at the loom and the distaff, and her chief delight was expe- 
rienced in the endearments of a domestic circle. But as her tal- 
ents were brilliant, so was her life distinguished by its brevity. 
She died in the spring of youth, and the muses scattered violets 
around the tomb of their favourite child. 

ON ERINNA. 
Scarce nineteen summer suns had shed 
Youth’s roses o’er Erinna’s head 
While by a guardian mother’s side 
Her customary tasks she plied— 
Bade her fine silk the loom prepare, 
Or watch’d the distaff’s humble care ; 
Her modest worth the muses knew _ 
Brought her rich talents forth to view ; 
With their own fires they fill’d her soul, 
Bade her young eyes in transports roll, 
And ah! too soon from human eyes 
Bore her their handmaid, to the skies.* 


Several of her poems, which are not less remarkable for their 
tender and impressive pathos, than from the resemblance which 
they bear to the mournful circumstances of her own fate, remain 
to soothe the sorrows of her friends. I shall insert the following 
epitaph upon her friend Baucis who died the night of her mar- 
riage. 

Strangers ! who with silent steps pass by, 
Revere the spot where Baucis’ ashes lie ; 
And call the monarch of the shades severe, 
Who doom’d to early death a maid so dear. 
‘These mystic ornaments toe sadly show 

‘Th’ unhappy fate of her who sleeps below. 
With the same torch that joyous Hymen led 
The blushing virgin to the nuptial bed, 

Her sorrowing friends did touch the fun’ral pyre 
And saw the dreary flames of death aspire. 
‘Thou too, oh hymen! bad’st the jocund day, 
That hail’d the festive season pass away 
Chang’d forthe sigh of woand deep dismay. 


On the reverse of the marble around which she lingered in all 
the despondence of unaffected grief, and the tender fondness of 


* Anthol. anon. + Anon. 
VOL. xII. 
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female friendship, she has thus feelingly addressed the silent em- 
blems of mortality. 

Say, thou cold marble, and weeping urn 

And sculptur’d Syrens that appear to mourn, 

And guard within, the poor and senseless dust; 

Consign’d, by fond affection, to thy trust ; 

Say, to the stranger, as he muses nigh 

That Baucis’ ashes here lamented lie; 

Of noble lineage—that Erinna’s love 

Thus mourns the partner of her joys above.* 


I well remember the sad vicissitude of that night which the hus- 
bend of Baucis had long anticipated as the era of felicity. The 
gucsts were assembled to participate in the ceremony. The young 
women were crowned with chaplets of the gayest flowers that are 
sacred to Venus. They commenced the nuptial song 

** | have chang’d my former state for one more happy,” 

and the dancers whose light robes were variegated with sprigs 
of myrtle, were entwining their delicate limbs; the priest pre- 
sented to the impatient bridegroom and the blushing bride, the 
hyn.eneal ivy, the symbol of their union; when some demon who 
regarded the blissful scene with a malignant eye, suddenly cast 
dismay throughthe circle. The bride swooned—her thrilling trans- 
ports were succeeded by a passive languor, a livid paleness exe 
pelled the bluoming roses from her cheek; she closed her eyes 
and sunk in the silence of death! 

Oh! melancholy reverse! oh! relentless death! The em- 
blems of joy that but a moment before were seen in every part of 
the house were torn away, and with trembling hands and sorrow- 
ful countenances, her former companions suspended the laurel 
and the mournful acanthus in their places. Some united with the 
unhappy family in their weeping prayers to Mercury, the conduc- 
tor of departed spirits, and others endeavoured to console the 
afflicted husbaud. We reminded him of the lessons which he had 
received at the Academy ; those lessons so specious in prosperi- 
ty, but so imp: rtinent when the soul is saddened with grief. 

* Oh philcsophy !’’ he exclaimed, “ but a few moments are elap- 
sed since you commanded me to love my wife, now you forbid 
me to lament ber.” 

“ But,” said we, “ your tears cannot restore her to life.”’ 


* Anthology. 
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“« Alas,’ he replied, “that reflection only makes them flov 
more rapidly.” 

As soon as it was known that she had expired, the whole house 
reseunded with cries and lamentations. The body was washed, 
perfumed with odoriferous essences and clothed in a costly gar- 
ment; on her head, which was covered with a veil, was pla- 
ced a chaplet of flowers ; in her hands a cake of flour and honey 
to appease Cerberus, and in her mouth a piece of money to pay 
Charon. In this state she was exposed a whole day in the vesti- 
bule of the house. At the door stood a vessel of lustral water to 
purify those who might touch the body. 

This exposure is always deemed necessary to ascertain that 
the person is really deceased, and died a natural death. It is some- 
times continued to the third day. 

The time of the funeral approached. The hour appointed was 
before the rising of the sun, a practice which the laws wisely di- 
rected in order that a ceremony so sad might not be converted 
into a scene of ostentatious magnificence. The friends and rela- 
tions were invited. We found the coffin surrounded by women who 
were making loud lamentations ; some of them cut off locks of 
their hair, and laid them by the side of Baucis, as pledges of their 
affection and grief. The body was placed upon a car, in a coffin 
of cypress wood. The women followed the corpse ; the men went 
before it, some with their heads shaved and all were clothed in 
biack and inclined their eyes stedfastly upon the ground. They 
were preceded by a band of musicians, who played and sang me- 
lancholy airs. We repaired toa spot which belonged to Autome- 
don, the husband, where the ashes of his ancestors were deposited. 

Although it is very immaterial whether our bodies be commit- 
ted to the flames or returned to their original clay, when death. 
has deprived them of animation, much altercation had recently 
arisen respecting their proper disposition. ‘To so great alength 
was the spirit of opposition carried that some persons would have 
been almost willing to undergo the ceremony, that they might 
display the sincerity of their opinion. Automedon, being one of 
the innovators upon the ancient custom of interment, the fair form 
of his wife was laid upon a funeral pyre ; and when it was consu- 
med, the nearest relations collected the ashes and buried the urn, 
which contained them, in the earth. 

We were next summoned to the funeral repast, where the con- 
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versation turned upon the beauties, the talents, and the virtues 
of Baucis. On the ninth and thirtieth days after, her relations 
habited in white and crowned with flowers, again assembled to 
pay new honours to her manes: and it was resolved that they 
should meet annually, on her birth day, to lament her loss, as if 
it were still recent. This affectionate anniversary is frequently 
perpetuated in a family, in a society of friends, and among the 
disciples of the same philosopher. The regret testified on these 
occasions is renewed at a gencral festival of the dead which is 
celebrated in the month Anthesterion.* I have more than once, 
seen individuals approach a tomb, leave there a part of their hair, 
and pour around it libations of water, wine, milk and honey. 

The curious stranger who is attentive, not only to the origin of 
these rites, but, to the sentiments by which they are preserved, 
must admire the ‘wisdom of the ancient legislators, who taught 
that sepulture and its attendant ceremonies are to be considered 
as things sacred. They encouraged the old opinion, that the soul, 
having left its habitation, the body.is stopped on the banks of the 
Styx, tormented by the desire of reaching the place of its destina- 
tion ; and that it appears in dreams to the survivors, who should 
interest themselves in its fate, until they shali have withdrawn its 
mortal relicks from the eye of day and the injuries of the wea- 
ther. 

Hence that anxiety to procure it the desired repose ; hence the 
injunction imposed upon the traveller to cover with earth a 
corpse which he may find on the road; and hence the profound 
veneration in which tombs are held, and the severity of the laws 
which protect them from violation. 

Hence also the ceremonies practised with respect to those who 
are swallowed up in the waves, or die in foreign countries when 
it is impossible to recover their bodies. Their companions pre- 
vious to their departure, thrice invoke them with a loud voice, 
and, by sacrifices and libations, flatter themselves that they have 
brought back their manes ; to which. they sometimes erect ceno- 
taphs, a kind of funeral monuments which are held in almost 
equal veneration with tombs. 

Among the citizens who enjoyed an easy fortune when alive, 
some, conformably with ancient usage, have only a small column 


* Corresponding with our months of February and March, Meuss. 
Grec. Fer. in Nexve, 
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erected over their’ ashes, with their names inscribed upon it: 
others, in contempt of the laws which condemn ostentation and 
all pretensions to fictitious sorrow, perpetuate the memory of their 
deceased relatives by elegant and magnificent structures, which 
are ornamented with statues, and embellished by the arts. I have 
known a freed man expend two talents for a monument to his 
wile. 

The premature death of Erinna, which happened shortly after 
the death of her friend Baucis, and while I remained at Mytilene, 
was severely felt by those who admired her talents and the many 
who revered her virtues. Among the poets who did honour at 
once to their own feelings and to the subject of their lays, 
Antipater Sidonius, deserves to be remembered. The epitaph 
which he composed and which was afterwards engraved upon her 
tomb was in these words : 

ON ERINNA. 
Few were thy notes, Erinna! short thy lay, 
But thy short lay the muse herself has giv’n ; 


Thus never shall thy memory decay, 
Nor night obscure that fame which lives in heav’n : 


While we, the unnumber’d bards of after-time, 
Sink in the solitary grave unseen, 
Unhonour’d reach Avernus’ fabled clime, 
And leave no record that we once have been. 


Sweet are the graceful swan’s melodious lays 
Though but a moment heard before they die; 
But the long clatt’ring of discordant jays 
‘The winds of April scatter through the sky.* 


* Anthol. 
To be continued. 





Art. XXI1.—Poetry. 
EPITAPH ON A CHILD. 


{To this quaint monumental inscription we are unable to prefix the name 
of its author. It may perhaps be referred to old Godfrey of Winchester, the 
epigrammatical poet.] 

Beneath this little stone 
Doth the dear reliques lie 
Of my beloved son, 
Whoever passeth bye 
Let them awhile reflect, 
Their own mortality ; 
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And spend a sigh at least, 
Or else a tear let fall 

On my sweet blooming son, 
Whom God so soon did call. 
Crush’d by too cruel death, 
In his most hopeful bud: 
Blasting almost with all 

The stock whereon it stood. 


D> ia 


To Miss S. on her singing a Scotish song. 


Lady, the muse whose varied song, 
Through Scotia’s blooming vales has rung; 
To thee, shall bend her raptur’d ear, 
Again those magic sounds to hear, 

Which fall from thy inspired tongue ! 


And Qh, should Scotia’s wand’ring child, 
Who strays afar from his native wild ; 
Catch the soft strain he lov’d to hear, 
Among his native glens so dear, 
Where, in his youth, his harp he strung ;— 


The blooming birk, the sunny bow’r, 

Where gowan gay and mountain flow’r, 

In native grace and beauty smil’d ; 

The rippling burn, the Trosach wild, 
Again on faded mem’ry fall! 


To these will fond remembrance fly, 

And dwell with ardent extacy, 

On those lov’d scenes forever flown, 

And youthful sports forever gone, 
Whose transient dream thy lay recals. 


=a 


Chloe declares that tho’ my heart 
Trembles its passion to impart, 

Her piercing eyes can view it; 

She says I love her,—’twould affect her, 
Should I presume to contradict her ; 
Rut hang me if I knew it! 





Valerius: 








Poetry. 


ALEXANDER IN LONDON. 
By J. Smith, Esq. 
{Tune “Charley over the water,”] 
1 
I have seen, lucky me, what you all want to see, 
Good people give ear to my sonnet, 
I have been in the ring with the Muscovy King, 
And I have peeped at the Oldenburgh bonnet, 
At his sister’s approach to get into her coach 
Her brother steps forward to hand her ; 
What extacies throb in the hearts of the mob— 
To behold the renowned Alexander. 
2 
On each bracelet and seal you behold his profile, 
In the shops too of “ Laurie and Whittle,” 
Nat Lee hold your prate, Alexander the great, 
Is now Alexander the little. 
At Lord Williams dell, near the Pulteney Hotel, 
What multitudes every day wander— 
They scamper like imps to indulge in a glimpse 
Of the mighty renowned Alexander, 
3 
He dresses with taste, he is small in the waist, 
I have seen him with Blucher and Platoff, 
The Hetman appears with his cap o’er his ears, 
But the emperor rides with his hat off; 
He sits on his throne with a leg on each zone, 
No monarch on earth can be grander, 
Half an hour after dark all the pales in the park 


Are scaled to behold Alexander. 
4 


“ Have you seen him” ’s the talk, Piccadilly’s the walk, 


I suppose if it is so, it must be, 
And nobody thinks of that musical sphinx 
Catalini, or great doctor Busby, 
Anxiety burns every bosom by turns, 
To flirt with this royal Philander; 
Even Kean is forgot, we are all on the trot 
To behold the renown’d Alexander. 
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Poor Madame de Stael is quite pushed to the wall 
Chasseed by the czar and the duchess, 
And since his retreat even Louis Dixhuit, 
Has been claw’d in oblivion’s clutches. 
Clerks run from.their quills, haberdashers their tills, 
John Bull is a great goosy gander, 
And happy the wight who can utter at night 
«“ This morning I saw Alexander.” — 
6 


When the town was illumed, how his residence bloom’d 
With lamps to the balcony fitted, 
I’ve heard, the Cossacks made eleven attacks 
To drink up the oil ere they lit it. 
The chronicle says that he laces in stays, 
But perhaps this is nothing but slander, 
As his stay was not long, I will shorten my song 
With huzza for the great Alexander ! 


London, 1818. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


Tho’ friendship’s a flower, that by many is cherished, 
*T will fade, when the blast of suspicion blows cold ; 

And the one that has rear’d it, will find it has perish’d 
Before all its beauties had time to unfold. 


The hearts-ease with this plant, in the bosom combining 
May seem to live on, tho’ the soil round is dry, 

But we know from its roots with the other entwining 
When friendship is gone, ’twill wither and die. 


Then why should we thus labour, so long broken-hearted, 
To cherish a feeling whose joys are soon flown, 

Whose deep root, when its blossoms have long since departed 
Will canker the bosom in which it was sown? 
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